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CHAPTEE  XXXin 

The  outlook  of  things  in  general  cfrew  ex- 
tremely  sombre  for  Mr.  Dogdyke.  It  was  all 
the  worse  for  liim,  because  he  had  been  alto- 
gether persuaded  that  the  secret  of  which  he 
had  knowledge  would  maintain  him,  if  not 
in  affluence,  at  least  in  ease,  for  the  remainder 
of  his  natural  life.  He  had  grown  so  accus- 
tomed to  that  belief  that  it  was  very,  very 
hard  to  part  with  it.  Xobody  wanted  to  buy 
his  secret ;  nobody  was  willing  to  be  black- 
mailed. There  were  millions — actual  milhons 
sterling — in  the  hands  of  the  people  whom 
the  secret  affected,  and  they  could  well  have 
afforded  something  out  of  their  own  abun- 
dance. 
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The  contemplation  of  these  facts  grew,  at 
moments,  to  be  ahnost  maddening,  and  the 
wretched  Dogdyke  would  pause  in  the  streets 
to  groan  aloud,  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
passers-by.  Since  he  had  abandoned  his 
lodging  he  had  no  courage  to  face  the  wait- 
ing landlady,  and  was  compelled  by  his  own 
cowardice  to  leave  his  belongings  in  her 
hands.  He  found  employment  of  a  sort  in 
selling  sewing  machines  on  commission  on 
the  hire  system,  but  business  was  extremely 
slack,  and  Dogdyke  was  far  from  thriving. 
The  work  held  body  and  soul  together, 
and  that  was  all.  After  a  while  he  sum- 
moned up  courage  enough  to  write  to  Barton 
and  his  wife,  and  when  he  had  once  des- 
patched the  letters,  he  was  always  leaving 
his  employment  to  crawl  off  to  the  address 
he  had  given  to  see  if  a  response  had  yet 
arrived. 

Day  after  day  passed  by,  and  no  answer 
reached  him.  He  grew  desperate,  and  fol- 
lowed up  his  appeal  in  a  note  of  sesquipedalian 
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pathetics,  in  which  he  represented  himself  as 
being  on  the  very  verge  of  starvation.  He 
besought  Barton  to  remember  that  he  had 
once  had  it  in  his  power  to  be  of  service  to 
him,  and  he  dwelt  at  length  on  the  affection 
which  he  had  always  felt  for  his  infant  charge, 
and  the  interest  with  which  he  had  watched 
his  growth  to  manhood. 

Dogdyke's  letters  made  both  Barton  and 
his  wife  angry,  for  it  was  beyond  dispute  that 
the  httle  man  had  behaved  with  great  in- 
gratitude ;  but  one  day  Mary,  having  some 
shopping  to  do  in  George  Street,  saw  the 
woebegone  Dogdyke  from  her  carriage,  and 
read  a  change  in  him  which  seemed  pitiable. 
His  clothes  had  always  been  too  large  for 
him,  but  now  he  shrank  within  them  like  a 
withered  walnut  in  its  shell.  His  nose  was 
pinched,  and  his  eyes  were  almost  colourless ; 
it  was  warm  weather,  yet  he  walked  in  a  kind 
of  shiver,  his  hands  tucked  under  his  great 
coat-cuffs,  and  his  feet  tottering  as  if  they  felt 
the  burden  of  his  shrunken  body  too   much 
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for  them.  He  made  a  face  of  dreadful  en- 
treaty wlien  he  caught  sight  of  her,  and 
clapping  his  thumb  and  finger  on  his  stubbly 
chin,  stood  with  a  cringing  air,  uncertain 
whether  to  advance  or  no,  and  not  daring  to 
offer  any  open  sign  of  recognition.  The 
carriage  was  at  a  standstill  at  the  curb,  and 
the  shopman  was  in  the  act  of  placing  a  par- 
cel within  it.  Mary  beckoned  to  the  abject 
little  man,  and  he  shuffled  nearer,  still  with 
thumb  and  finger  at  his  chin  and  his  face 
contorted  into  the  most  tearful  aspect  he 
could  contrive. 

'  Come  to  the  house,'  she  ordered  him. 
'  I  shall  be  there  as  soon  as  you  will.  Ask 
for  me.  You  had  better  go  at  once,  for  you'd 
hardly  like  Mr.  Barton  to  see  you.' 

'  Thank  you,  madam,  thank  you,'  returned 
Dogdyke,  and  at  once  made  off  at  his  best 
pace  towards  the  Grampians. 

As  he  reached  the  drive  the  carriage 
swept  past  him,  and  Mrs.  Barton,  alighting, 
waited  for  him  at  the  door. 
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'  You  can  go  in,  Dogdyke,'  she  said,  '  and 
I'll  be  with  you  in  a  moment.' 

He  bared  his  head  with  great  humility, 
and  choked  twice  or  thrice  by  way  of  express- 
ing a  gratitude  too  deep  for  words.  The 
coachman  had  driven  away  tlie  carriage,  and 
they  were  alone. 

'  You  said  in  your  letter,'  she  questioned 
him,  '  that  you  were  starving.  Are  you 
hungry  ? ' 

Dogdyke  laid  both  his  hands  upon  his 
epigastrium,  but  answered  not  a  word. 

'  Go  to  the  kitchen,'  she  continued,  ac- 
cepting his  silent  assent  to  her  question,  '  and 
come  to  me  when  you  have  had  something  to 
eat.     I  will  give  orders  to  the  servants.' 

'  Thank  you,  madam,  thank  you,'  said 
Dogdyke,  and  once  more  shuffled  away. 

Half-an-hour  later,  somewhat  comforted 
and  looking  much  less  forlorn  and  aged,  he 
presented  himself  in  the  dining-room.  He 
was  amazingly  meek  and  furtive,  and  accepted 
in  silence  the  severe  lecture  with  which  Mrs. 
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Barton  greeted  him.  But  when  she  took  a 
pocket-book  from  the  table  beside  her,  and 
drew  from  it  two  notes  for  five  pounds,  his 
eyes  sparkled  for  an  instant. 

'  Now  mind  you,  Dogdyke,'  she  said,  '  this 
is  the  very  last  help  you'll  get.  I  give  it  you 
on  one  condition  only — you  promise  me  to  go 
away — go  to  Melbourne,  and  go  at  once. 
Write  to  me,  and  tell  me  your  address,  and 
some  employment  shall  be  found  for  you.  I 
promised  you  that  Tom  should  give  you  work 
on  the  old  terms,  but  he  is  so  angry  at  you 
that,  even  if  you  had  offered  to  come  to  him, 
he  would  not  have  taken  you.  I  am  glad  to 
see,'  she  added,  '  that  you  have  been  too  much 
ashamed  to  make  your  appearance  at  the 
offices.  That  is  the  only  sign  of  good  I  have 
known  in  you  for  many  a  day.  Now  take 
that  and  go.' 

She  handed  him  the  notes,  which  she  had 
folded  tightly  together  in  the  vigour  of  her 
speech,  and  Dogdyke  accepted  them  with  a 
bow. 
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'Thank     you,    madam,'    said     Dogdyke. 

*  Thank  you.  I  hope  you  will  beheve  that  I 
am  truly  thankful.  Literally,  madam,  I  am 
starving,  and  for  a  man  who  has  known  better 
days,  as  I  have,  that  is  hard,  Mrs.  Barton  ;  it 
is  extremely  hard.' 

He  cried  a  little,  and  wiped  his  eyes  with 
one  of  his  coat-cuffs. 

'There,   there,'  she  said,  easily  moUified. 

*  You  have  only  to  behave  yourself  to  escape 
anything  of  that  kind  in  the  future.  Go  to 
Melbourne — go  at  once — write  to  me  Avhen 
you  get  there,  and  you  shall  have  work  given 
you  to  do.  After  that,  everything  will  depend 
upon  yourself.' 

Dogdyke  promised  he  would  take  the 
train  that  very  day.  He  would  be  glad,  he 
said,  to  escape  from  Sydney,  where  nothing 
but  misfortune  had  followed  him  for  a  long 
while.  He  was  going  on  to  say  that  his  bene- 
factress would  have  his  prayers,  but  at  this 
Mrs.  Barton  cut  him  short  with  an  unmistak- 
able decision,  and  he  took  his  leave. 
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He  prowled  about  aimlessly  ior  the  few 
hours  wliicli  intervened  between  his  leave- 
taking  and  the  departure  of  the  train  for 
Melbourne,  and  in  due  time  reached  the 
station.  He  had  nothing  in  the  way  of  bag- 
bage,  but  he  bought  a  pipe,  tobacco,  and 
matches,  and  a  newspaper  or  two  with  which 
to  beguile  the  journey,  and  thus  provisioned 
he  took  his  seat  in  the  hindermost  compart- 
ment of  the  train.  There  was  a  considerable 
amount  of  bustle  on  the  platform,  and  Dog- 
dyke  saw  and  recognised  General  Mallard, 
who  was  there  apparently  to  see  off  a  friend. 
The  train  started,  and  Dogdyke,  who  had 
made  himself  as  small  as  he  could  in  his 
corner  whilst  there  was  any  fear  of  his  being 
seen  by  the  General,  put  his  head  out  of 
the  window,  and  saw  the  General  standing 
almost  alone  upon  the  platform  waving  his 
hand  in  farewell  to  some  person  in  one  of  the 
front  carriages,  who  shook  a  handkerchief 
out  of  the  window  in  response. 

This  was  not  much  of  an  event  in  itself, 
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but  it  was  absolutely  certain  that  Dogdyke 
had  seen  it,  and  within  a  very  few  hours  the 
fact  became  memorable,  and  even  amazing. 
General  Mallard,  to  whom  the  little  man  was, 
of  course,  prepared  to  swear  at  any  moment, 
had  actually  been  left  behind  in  Sydney,  and 
there  was  no  train  by  which  he  could  reach 
Melbourne  until  the  following  day  at  the  same 
hour.  And  yet,  to  Dogdyke's  utter  and  com- 
plete amazement,  he  met  General  Mallard  in 
the  streets  of  Melbourne  within  an  hour  of 
his  own  arrival  in  that  city.  Now,  that  was 
a  surprising  circumstance,  and  what  made  it 
more  surprising  was  that  a  quick  glance  from 
the  General's  eye  assured  him  of  a  re- 
cognition on  the  other  side,  and  told  him, 
with  a  plainness  hardly  to  be  doubted,  that 
General  Mallard  was  afraid  of  him. 

The  rencontre  took  place  in  Collins  Street, 
and  Dogdyke,  who  had  passed  within  a  yard 
of  the  General,  turned  to  stare  after  him. 
There  was  no  mistaking  his  identity  ;  there 
had  been  the  grey  moustache  and  the  eye- 


10  TIME'S  REVENGES 

glass,  and  the  well-remembered  eagle  beak 
— there  was  the  dress,  there  was  the  peculiar 
limp,  and  the  General's  very  fashion  of  carry- 
ing his  stick  at  his  shoulder,  like  a  sabre  on 
the  slope. 

Mr.  Dogdyke  was  so  staggered  by  this 
inexplicable  fact  of  the  impossibility  of  Gene- 
ral Mallard  being  in  Melbourne,  and  the 
other  impossibility  of  being  himself  mistaken, 
that,  half  unconsciously,  he  followed  the 
General's  footsteps,  and  watched  him  until  he 
entered  the  doors  of  a  banking  establish- 
ment. He  lounged  about  for  some  ten 
minutes,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  he 
discerned  the  figure  of  Count  von  Herder, 
who  was  walking  with  all  his  usual  splendour 
of  attire  and  his  ordinary  majesty  of  de- 
meanour along  the  sidewalk  opposite. 

The  Count  obviously  recognised  Dog- 
dyke,  but  took  no  heed  of  him  at  all,  and  the 
little  man  was  too  conscious  of  the  seediness 
of  his  own  personal  aspect  to  dare  to  offer 
an  open  recognition.      He  saw  the  General 
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emerge  somewhat  hurriedly  from  the  bank, 
saw  him  hail  a  cab  and  enter  it,  and  to  his 
further  amazement,  saw  a  distinct  sign  pass 
between  the  General  and  the  Count. 

A  minute  later,  while  he  was  still  in  a 
state  of  bewilderment  about  these  strange 
matters,  the  Count  also  hailed  a  vehicle,  and 
gave  the  driver  an  address.  The  man  drove 
off  in  the  same  direction  as  had  already  been 
taken  by  the  General's  cab,  and  Mr.  Dogdyke, 
taking  advantage  of  the  stopping  of  a  tram- 
car,  took  a  seat  upon  it  and  followed.  He 
would  have  been  puzzled  to  say  why  he  did 
so,  but  there  had  grown  somehow  to  be  a 
faint  suspicion  in  his  mind  that  the  General 
was  not  really  the  General,  and  that  the 
Count  von  Herder  was  in  some  way  asso- 
ciated with  him. 

What  the  whole  thing  might  really  mean 
Dogdyke  could  not  guess  for  his  hfe  ;  but 
there  might  be  something  in  it  which  would 
be  to  his  own  advantage  to  fathom.  Why 
should   anybody  personate   General  Mallard 
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and  go  to  a  bank  in  that  disguise?  What 
had  the  Count  von  Herder  to  do  with  it? 
Dogdyke's  thoughts  began  to  take  a  more 
definite  complexion  and  to  grow  into  shape. 
He  knew  the  Count,  and  had  done  a  httle 
dirty  work  for  him  ;  he  had  been  his  spy  ; 
his  fetcher  and  carrier ;  his  manservant  in 
half-a-dozen  little  ways,  and  he  knew  the 
man  to  be  daring,  cunning,  and  un- 
scrupulous. 

He  knew  no  more,  for  it  was  not  the 
Count  von  Herder's  fashion  to  take  anybody 
into  unnecessary  confidence,  and  Dogdyke 
had  learned  nothing  which  he  could  turn  to 
actual  value.  The  tramcar  stopped,  and  was 
ac^ain  arrested  at  the  end  of  no  more  than 
twenty  yards.  The  two  vehicles  were  pass- 
ing rapidly  out  of  sight,  and  Dogdyke,  with  a 
sudden  resolution,  leapt  from  it,  and  on  its 
next  starting  darted  with  all  the  agility  he 
could  command  into  a  vehicle  crawling  along 
the  street  for  hire.  He  bade  the  driver  make 
his  best  haste  after  the  retreating  cabs.     He 
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kept  them  eagerly  and  nervously  in  sight 
until  they  stopped  at  an  hotel  on  the  right- 
hand  side  of  the  street,  and  driving  by  with 
nothing  but  the  top  of  his  nose  visible  at  the 
window,  he  saw  the  General,  eye-glassed  and 
moustached  no  longer,  walk  without  a  limp 
rapidly  through  the  doorway,  without  a 
glance  at  the  cabman. 

The  Count  von  Herder  stopped  at  the 
same  doorway,  entered  the  hotel,  and  return- 
ing, paid  and  discharged  both  drivers.  The 
watcher  arrested  his  cab,  and  dismissed  it ; 
then  he  stood  wondering  what  the  thino- 
might  mean,  more  and  more  scenting  roguery 
in  it,  and  more  and  more  determined  to  be  at 
the  bottom  of  the  secret.  He  hngered  for 
an  hour  or  two,  but  nothing  came  of  his 
watch ;  and  at  last  he  surrendered  it  in 
despair.  He  was  actually  moving  awav, 
when  he  saw  the  ponderous  figure  of  the 
Count  once  more.  That  gentleman  was  ac- 
companied by  a  man  of  much  smaller  stature 
than  himself,  who  wore  a  white  hat  with  a 
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rakish  cock,  and  whose  gait  betrayed  a  self- 
importance  equalHng  the  Count's  own.  Dog- 
dyke  did  not  know  this  gentleman's  name, 
but  he  recognised  him  at  once  as  having  seen 
him  on  several  occasions  in  the  Count's 
society  in  Sydney.  He  recognised  him  also 
as  a  fellow  passenger  of  yesterday.  They 
had  jostled  each  other  in  the  refreshment 
bufet  at  Albury,  and  Dogdyke  was  sure  of 
him. 

Neither  of  the  men  he  watched  took  any 
notice  of  him,  and  Dogdyke,  slinking  in  their 
track  along  the  street,  took  wary  and  watch- 
ful note  of  the  younger  man.  He  persuaded 
himself  at  length  that  the  slight  figure  he  had 
seen  emerging  from  the  cab  and  darting  into 
the  hotel  when  the  disguise  had  been  half 
removed,  was  that  of  the  person  now  before 
him,  and  he  grew  more  and  more  sure  of 
roguery.  There  was  villainy  in  it  somewhere, 
he  was  sure.  He  itched,  ached,  burned  to  be 
at  the  bottom  of  the  secret.  Why  should 
one   man  take   the  trouble   so  to   personate 
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another — to  assume  his  very  aspect  and  his 
walk,  and  in  that  guise  to  pay  a  visit  to  the 
bank,  unless  he  meant  mischief  by  it  ?  And 
why  should  Dogdyke,  who  was  getting  old, 
and  was  very  poor,  and  who  had  a  rooted 
distaste  for  labour,  be  left  on  the  other  side 
of  the  secret,  the  full  possession  of  which 
might  be  profitable  ? 

Whilst  he  mused  thus  the  Count  and  Mr. 
Whateley  shook  hands  and  parted.  He  hid 
himself  in  the  throng  of  passengers  in  a 
nervous  tremor  lest  he  should  be  himself 
observed,  and  then  stood  for  a  moment  in 
indecision  as  to  which  of  them  he  should 
follow.  He  decided  to  watch  the  younger 
man,  and  ran  him  to  earth  in  another  hotel. 
Then  he  waited  for  hours  and  hours  until  he 
was  faint  with  fatigue  and  thirst  and  hunger, 
but  at  last  his  patience  was  rewarded. 

A  cab  was  called  to  the  door,  and  was 
heaped  with  luggage  by  one  of  the  hotel 
porters,  and  then  ]\Ir.  Whateley  emerged, 
smiling,    tipped    the   man,    and    was    driven 
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away.  Dogdyke  heard  tlie  order  to  drive  to 
the  railway  station,  and  knew  that  it  was  of 
no  further  use  to  follow.  He  watched  the 
cab  drive  off,  and  then  found  courage  to 
shuffle  to  the  hotel  porter  and  proffer  a 
question. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  friend,'  said  Dog- 
dyke,  '  but  a  gentleman  drove  away  from  here 
only  a  moment  ago,  whom  I  believe  I  recog- 
nised. I  think  I  knew  him,'  said  Dogdyke, 
with  an  apologetic  glance  at  his  own  seedy 
attire,  '  in  more  prosperous  days  at  home,  but 
I  am  not  quite  certain.  Would  you  mind 
obliging  me  with  the  gentleman's  name  ? ' 

'His  name  is  Johnson,'  said  the  porter, 
rather  brusquely. 

'  Ah,  ah  ! '  said  Dogdyke,  '  I  thought  I  was 
not  mistaken,  but  I  didn't  care  in  my  present 
circumstances  to  make  myself  known  to  him. 
I  thank  you  very  much,  my  friend ;  I  thank 
you  very  much.' 

The  man  stared  a  little,  and  walked  into 
the  hotel.     Dogdyke  stood  rubbing  his  chin  a 
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little  with  a  feeble  and  uncertain  aspect,  and 
then  walked  away. 

'  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Johnson  ' — 
he  would  remember  that.  Possibly  the  name 
might  be  useful  to  him  one  of  these  days — '  a 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Johnson.' 

He  had  been  in  Melbourne  before,  and  he 
shpped  away  to  a  cheap  eating-house  he  knew 
of,  and  there  refreshed  himself  after  the 
fatigue  of  the  day.  Then  he  set  out  to  look 
for  a  lodging.  He  had  only  arrived  that 
morning,  and  had  been  able  to  sleep  but  little 
on  the  journey.  He  was  easily  fatigued,  and 
the  fact  that  he  had  no  luggage  made  him 
seem  an  undesirable  inmate  in  some  places,  so- 
that  he  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  a  tem- 
porary home.  At  last  he  paid  a  fortnight's 
rent  in  advance,  and  by  that  means  secured 
accommodation.  Then  he  wrote  to  Mrs. 
Barton,  announcing  his  whereabouts,  and 
expressing  his  gratitude  for  the  aid  she  had 
already  afforded  him.  He  posted  his  letter, 
and  returned  to  the  mean  httle  room  he  had 
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hired,  and  there  undressed  and  went  to  bed 
whilst  the  sun  was  still  shining.  He  was  too 
tired  to  think  with  clearness,  but  his  last 
words  to  himself  as  he  felt  sleep  coming  upon 
him  were,  '  A  gentleman  of  the  name  oi 
Johnson.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIY 

'  There  is  really  no  occasion  for  any  quixotry 
in  the  matter.' 

The  scene  was  Tom  Barton's  working-room 
at  home  ;  the  speaker  was  Denton,  and  Tom 
himself,  with  an  aspect  of  considerable  per- 
plexity, sat  at  his  desk  and  surveyed  his  ftiend 
and  adviser. 

'  Everybody  who  has  a  right  to  know  any- 
thing at  all  about  the  matter,  knows  already. 
The  great  world  would  no  doubt  take  a  mo- 
mentary interest  in  the  affair  if  the  details  were 
brought  before  it ;  but  then,  the  great  world 
pokes  its  nose  into  a  great  many  things  that 
don't  belong  to  it  and  with  which  it  has  no 
business.  Leave  the  matter  in  my  hands, 
Barton.     Let  me  see  if  I  can't  arrange  it  all.' 

'  No,'  said  Tom,  '  I  can't  give  a  bhnd  com- 

c  2 
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mission  even  to  you,  Denton.     What  do  you 
mean  to  do  ? ' 

'  Let's  clear  the  ground  to  begin  with/ 
said  Denton.  '  Let's  see  exactly  where  we 
are.  The  secret,  such  as  it  is,  is  known  to 
you,  and  to  your  wife,  to  Michael  and  his 
sweetheart,  to  General  Mallard,  and  myself. 
Now,  outside,  there  are  two  people,  one  of 
whom  I  think  I  can  threaten  into  silence  ;  the 
other  doesn't  matter  a  copper  to  anybody. 
What  that  deplorable  little  drunken  Dogdyke 
may  say  about  you  or  your  affairs  will  carry 
weight  with  no  person  in  the  world,  and  I 
should  seriously  advise  that  you  find  him 
some  sort  of  pretended  employment,  and  make 
no  inquiry  as  to  how  he  fulfils  his  duty.  Find 
him  enough  to  live  on,  and  let  him  understand 
distinctly  that  he  kills  the  goose  that  lays  the 
golden  eggs  if  he  speaks  a  word.  He  doesn't 
matter,  but  it's  just  as  well  not  to  have  the 
thing  talked  about  even  by  him.  I  can  stop 
the  Count,  I  know.  When  Mallard  recognises 
the  fact  that  the  thing  is  buried,  he  will  be 
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probably  very  much  more  tractable  than  we 
have  found  him  yet.' 

'  I  don't  think  you'll  find  the  General  very 
tractable,'  Barton  answered. 

'  Well,'  said  Denton,  '  we  can  but  try 
him.  Neither  you  nor  Mrs.  Barton  care  to 
proclaim  the  truth  about  Michael's  paren- 
tage.' 

'  That's  Michael's  own  affair,'  said  Barton. 
'He'll  have  no  hand  in  hiding  it.  And  the 
lad's  right !  You  can't  deny  that  the  lad's 
right.' 

He  smote  his  fist  upon  the  desk  he  sat  at, 
and  looked  defiantly  at  his  companion. 

'  I  am  not  denying  that  the  lad  is  right. 
Barton,'  said  Denton,  drily.  '  I  am  denying 
nothinof,  but  Michael  himself  is  willing  that 
matters  should  go  on  as  they  are  for  the  girl's 
sake,  and  for  the  General's  sake.  All  that  I 
am  urging  is  that  there  is  no  reason  to  make 
the  relationship  public' 

'  No,  no  ! '  said  Barton,  '  there  is  no  reason 
for  that  in  the  world.' 
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'  Then  you  had  better  let  me  see  the  Count, 
and  arrange  with  Dogdyke.' 

'All  right,'  said  Tom,  ^  do  as  you  will.' 
And  Denton,  exalted  by  the  unexpected  suc- 
cess, shook  him  suddenly  by  the  hand  and 
went  swiftly  from  the  room. 

The  Count  von  Herder  had  quite  recently 
taken  a  bijou  residence  within  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  of  Barton's  house.  He  had  but  just 
completed  the  furnishing  of  this  establishment, 
and  had  made  it  quite  a  beau-ideal  place  for  a 
bachelor  to  live  in.  He  had  had  a  quiet 
house-warming,  and  to  the  surprise  of  the  few 
who  knew  anything  about  him  had  secured  a 
dozen  of  the  best  people  in  the  city  as  his 
guests.  The  table  had  been  served  in  a  most 
recherche  fashion,  and  the  wine  had  been  of 
the  best  quality  procurable  for  love  or  money. 
These  things  Denton  knew,  and  was  a  little 
disposed  to  wonder  at.  The  Count  von 
Herder's  financial  position  had  been  a  matter 
of  mystery  to  a  good  many  people  for  the  last 
score  of  years,  and  Denton,  being  aware  of 
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that  fact,  declined  to  trouble  his  wits  over- 
much about  it.  He  suspected  knavery,  of 
course,  having  some  slight  acquaintance  with 
the  gentleman's  history  ;  and  as  he  walked  at 
a  brisk  step  towards  the  Count's  new  place  of 
residence,  he  thought  how  agreeable  and  use- 
ful it  would  be  to  him  at  this  moment  to  know 
the  exact  source  from  which  the  Count  had 
drawn  his  latest  supply.  That  was  not  to  be 
known,  however,  and  he  was  prepared  to  do 
his  best  without  it. 

The  manservant,  in  handsome  but  quiet 
livery,  received  Mr.  Denton  at  the  door  and 
took  liis  card.  After  a  moment's  absence  the 
man  apprised  the  visitor  that  the  Count  von 
Herder  was  at  home  and  would  receive  him. 

The  domestic  livery  was  subdued,  but  the 
Count  himself  was  glorious  in  a  magnificently 
embroidered  dressing-suit  of  violet  velvet. 
He  was  smoking  a  cigarette  through  a  huge 
amber  tube,  and  when  Denton  first  had  sight 
of  him,  was  lying  abroad  upon  a  sofa  with  one 
slippered  foot  cocked  high  in  the  air  over  his 
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knee.  He  rose  witli  a  display  of  more  agility 
than  might  have  been  counted  on  in  a  man  of 
his  figure,  and  received  his  guest  with  an 
exuberant  cordiality. 

'  Ah,  my  tear  Denton,'  he  said,  '  so  charmed 
to  see  you !  I  had  nefer  expected  that  you 
v^ould  do  my  poor  house  such  honour.' 

He  placed  a  chair  for  his  guest,  tapped 
him  delicately  with  a  tip  of  a  forefinger  on 
either  shoulder,  and  seemed  in  that  action  to 
embrace  him. 

'  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you  on  business. 
Count  von  Herder,'  said  Denton. 

He  was  a  trifle  drier  than  usual,  in  the 
face  of  the  Count's  exuberance. 

'  Charmed,'  said  the  Count,  smihngly ; 
'  telighted,  I  am  sure.  Will  you  take  a 
chair  ? ' 

Denton  sat  down  solemnly,  and  began  to 
pull  off  his  natty  black  kid  gloves. 

'  Shall  I  offer  you  a  class  of  vine  ?  '  the 
Count  demanded.     '  Permit  me  to  rink.' 

His  hand  was  on  the  bell,  and  his  face 
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shining  with  cordial  welcome,  was  turned  to 
Denton.  The  old  gentleman  forbade  him  to 
ring  by  a  curt  gesture. 

'  Xot  for  me,  thank  you.' 

'Oh!'  said  the  Count.  'No?  Chust  a 
single  glass  of  Liebfraumilch.  I  can  assure 
you  that  I  have  a  most  nople  wine,  the  real 
chenuine  thing.  I  found  it  by  an  amazing 
accident,  here  in  Sytney.  I  tit  not  think 
such  a  wine  was  to  be  procured  here,  and  it 
is  just  the  wine  for  the  morning.' 

'  Tliank  you,'  said  Denton,  '  I  do  not  drink 
wine  in  the  morning.' 

'  No  ? '  said  the  Count.  '  It  is  a  pity. 
I  should  have  hked  to  have  shown  you  that 
wine.  I  peheve  you  are  a  connoisseur. 
Permit  me,  at  least,  that  I  offer  you  a 
cigarette.' 

'  No,  thank  you,'  said  Denton,  stiffening 
more  and  more  under  the  Count's  amiable 
hospitality.  '  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you  on 
business.' 

'  And  I  have  already,'  replied  Count  von 


26  TIME'S  REVENGES 

Herder,  '  done  myself  the  honour  to  assure 
you  that  I  am  tehghted.' 

'  Sit  down,  if  you  please,'  said  Denton. 

'  Willingly,'  the  Count  responded,  and 
drawing  a  chair  near  that  he  had  placed  for 
his  visitor,  he  bestowed  himself  in  it  with  a 
flourish. 

'  You  don't  mind  my  cigarette  ?  '  he  said, 
waving  it  in  the  air.  '  I  cannot  do  without 
my  cigarette  of  a  morning.  It  is  the  only 
form  of  tobacco  for  a  gentleman  smoking  in 
the  early  part  of  the  day.' 

'  I  am  here  on  business.  Count  von 
Herder,'  said  Denton  once  more,  with  a 
supreme  dryness. 

'  Exactly,'  rejoined  the  Count ;  '  exactly. 
Let  us  talk  pusiness.  Mr.  Denton  is  a  man  of 
affairs,  and  naturally  tesires  to  lead  the 
conversation  to  the  path  in  which  he  shines. 
I,  who  am  not  a  man  of  pusiness,  I  prefer 
the  field  of  badinage — of  persiflage  even.  I 
love  the  touch-and-go  of  friently  gonversa- 
tion.' 
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'  When  you  are  at  liberty,  Count  von 
Herder,'  said  Denton. 

'  Aha ! '  cried  the  Count,  sniffing  re- 
joicingly at  the  smoke  of  his  cigarette  and 
holding  it  under  his  nose  to  do  it.  '  We  are 
to  be  goot  and  listen.  Fery  well.  Permit 
me  to  assure  Mr.  Denton  that  I  am  always 
at  his  tisposal.  Pardon  me  for  just  one  in- 
stant, while  I  secure  another  cicarette  and 
put  it  in  reatiness.  So  !  Now  I  am  at  your 
service.' 

He  had  risen  while  speaking,  had  crossed 
the  room,  and  had  taken  a  cigarette  from  a 
little  cedar  cabinet  from  a  side  table  ;  now  he 
returned,  waving  his  cigarette  daintily  between 
thumb  and  fore-finger,  and  depositing  himself 
in  his  chair,  folded  his  arms,  threw  one  leg 
idly  over  the  other,  and  lay  back  with  an 
agreeable  smile. 

'  Some  time  ago,'  Denton  began,  '  you 
paid  a  visit  to  Mr.  Michael  Hawthorne.' 

'  Mr.  Michael  Hawthorne  Barton,'  said  the 
Count. 
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Denton  declined  for  an  instant  to  be  drawn 
from  what  he  had  to  say. 

'You  intimated  to  him  that  you  had  a 
document  in  your  possession,  which  con- 
cerned him  nearly,  and  you  made  a  request.' 

'  Exactly,'  said  the  Count,  still  smiling. 

'  You  warned  him  that  if  that  request 
were  not  complied  with,  you  would  lay  that 
document  in  the  hands  of  General  Mallard.' 

'  Did  I  ?  '  said  the  Count.  '  Perhaps  I  did. 
My  memory  does  not  serf  me  well  about 
these  little  dransactions,  but  it  is  not  un- 
likely.' 

'  Mr.  Hawthorne,'  pursued  Denton,  '  de- 
clined your  request  in  the  most  unequivocal 
terms.' 

'  Inteet,  he  did,'  the  Count  assented,  with 
every  appearance  of  friendly  warmth. 

'  He  ordered  you  from  the  house.' 

'Exactly,  exactly,'  cried  the  Count,  still 
with  the  same  air  of  friendly  assent. 

'  And  defied  you  to  do  your  worst.' 

'  Permit  me  to  congratulate  you,  tear  Mr 
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Denton,'  said  the  Count,  'on  the  perfect 
glearness  and  chustice  with  ^Yhich  you  state 
your  case.' 

'  You  may  not  be  aware,'  pursued  Denton, 
quite  unmoved  on  the  outside  by  the  other's 
cool  impertinences — '  you  may  not  be  aware 
that  Mr.  Hawthorne  at  once  consulted  his 
parents.' 

'  The  excellent  Mi\  and  Mrs.  Barton,'  the 
Count  interjected.     '  Yes  ?  ' 

'  That  having  learned  from  them  that 
your  statement,  for  a  wonder,  was  to  be  rehed 
upon,  he  at  once  took  steps  to  communicate 
it  to  G^eneral  Mallard,  and  that  General 
Mallard  and  his  daughter  have  now  been  for 
many  weeks  fully  apprised  of  the  facts  of  the 
case.' 

'  So  ?  '  inquired  the  Count. 

'  That  is  so,'  returned  Denton.  '  It  may 
interest  you  to  know,  therefore,  that  there  is 
not  the  slightest  probabihty  of  Mr.  Hawthorne 
at  any  time  affording  you  the  aid  whicli  you 
were  impudent  enough  to  ask  at  his  hand.' 
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'Now  really,  really,  my  tear  Dendon,' 
cried  the  Count.  '  You  ought  not  to  talk  in 
this  way.  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  be 
friently.  Why  should  you  go  out  of  your 
way  to  say  unpleasant  things  ?  They  don't 
matter  much  to  me,  but  I  should  like  to  see 
so  excellent  a  chentleman  as  my  good  Denton 
keeping  his  temper.' 

If  it  were  the  Count's  desire  to  anger 
Denton,  or  if  he  were  merely  indulging  his 
own  triumph,  mattered  little.  His  insolence 
slid  away  from  his  cool  old  adversary  as  water 
from  a  duck's  back.  He  did  not  even  need  to 
shake  himself  free  of  it. 

'Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barton,  Mr.  Michael  Haw- 
thorne, and  Miss  Mallard — whose  pardon  I 
sincerely  beg  for  mentioning  her  name  in 
Count  von  Herder's  presence ' 

'  Now,  now,  vy  vill  you  say  these  things  ? ' 
cried  the  amiable  Count,  beaming  all  over. 

' are  quite  willing  to  have  the  whole 

matter  made  known  to  the  world  at  large. 
They  don't  court  pubhcity,  but  they  are  not  in 
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the  least  afraid  of  it,  and  not  in  the  least  to  be 
influenced  by  it.  General  Mallard,  who  was 
at  one  time  ardently  in  favour  of  the  match 
you  did  your  diity  little  best  to  spoil ' 

'  Oh  really,  really,'  said  von  Herder. 

' is  now  opposed  to  it,'  said  Denton, 

ignoring  this  interruption  as  he  had  ignored 
its  predecessors.  '  His  opposition  might  be 
intensified  by  publicity,  though  that  is  doubt- 
ful. In  any  case,  I  hope  to  overcome  his 
scruples.  And  I  desire  to  tell  you  that  you 
on  your  side  are  absolutely  powerless  to 
damage  the  good  people  whom  I  represent. 
As  for  that  scoundrelly  Httle  tool  and  catspaw 
of  yours,  Mr.  Dogdyke,  he  has  shot  his  bolt 
on  his  own  account,  and  has  been  igno- 
miniously  dismissed  by  General  Mallard,  who, 
being  a  gentleman,  and  a  man  of  honour ' 

'The  same  thing,  I  assure  you,  my  tear 
Denton,'  said  the  Count,  with  a  large  sweep 
of  the  right  hand,  '  the  same  thing,  I  assure 
you.' 

' never  found  himself  in  the  sHghtest 
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temptation  to  submit  to  being  blackmailed  by- 
anybody/ 

'  Quite  so,  quite  so/  said  Von  Herder,  as 
jovial  as  ever. 

'  Now,  thus,'  said  Denton,  crossing  his 
fore- fingers  in  his  own  quaint  fashion — '  thus 
the  matter  stands  :  on  the  one  side,  your 
attempt  to  browbeat  Mr.  Hawthorne  into  in- 
troducing you  to  society  which  you  have  no 
earthly  claim  to  enter ' 

'  Oh,  parton,  parton,  parton,'  cried  the 
Count,  rising  with  a  sudden  serious  and  even 
angry  air ;  '  you  must  not  talk  in  that  way, 
my  tear  Denton ;  you  must  not  talk  in  that 
way,  I  assure  you.  You  must  permit  me  to 
inform  you  that  I  am  socially  equal  to  any 
man  in  Sytney.  Your  Governor  here — you 
speak  of  your  Governor — your  Governor  is  a 
mushroom  of  yesterday.  Permit  me  to 
inform  you  that  I  represent  one  of  the  oltest 
and  noplest  families  in  Europe.  Permit  me 
to  inform  you  that  my  patent  of  nopility  is 
recognised  in  every  Gourt  of  Europe,  that  the 
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purity  of  my  tecent  is  unimpeaclied  and  im- 
impeacliable.' 

'  I  am  aware  of  that  fact,  Count  von 
Herder,'  said  Denton. 

'  You  are  aware  of  it  ? '  tlie  Count  in- 
quired, swiftly. 

'I  am  perfectly  aware  of  it,'  Denton 
answered.  '  I  made  inquiries  in  Berlin,  which 
satisfied  me  upon  that  point.  You  are  quite 
welcome  to  that  admission  on  my  part.' 

'  Goot,  goot,'  returned  Yon  Herder,  and 
he  resumed  his  genial  air  as  rapidly  as  he  had 
cast  it  off. 

'  I  adhere  none  the  less  to  my  statement,' 
said  Denton,  quietly.  '  You  attempted  to 
coerce  ^Ir.  Hawthorne  into  giving  you  an 
introduction  to  a  society  with  which  you  were 
not  worthy  to  mingle,  and  you  have  distinctly 
failed.  Now,  on  our  side.  Count  von  Herder, 
we  have  one  or  two  things  to  say.  I  know 
something  about  you,  and  though  it  isn't  part 
of  my  usual  business  to  make  mischief,  I  will 
make  it  piublic  unless  you  retire  from  that 

VOL.  III.  D 
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threatening  position  which  you  have  seen  fit 
to  assume.  I  am  a  lawyer,  as  you  know,  and 
I  recognise  the  dangers  of  libel ;  but  I  will 
cause  to  be  printed  over  my  own  name,  and 
circulated  throughout  this  city,  certain  facts 
about  you  which  will  cause  you  to  be  univer- 
sally tabooed  here.  I  shall  await  with  a  per- 
fect sense  of  security  any  legal  action  you 
may  take,  and  shall  defend  myself  against 
any  legal  remedy  you  may  seek.  My  name 
is  fairly  well  known  here,  and  will  command 
respect.' 

'  My  tear,  tear  Denton,  I  like  you,  you  are 
an  atmirable  man  of  business,  and  I  confess 
that  I  could  wish  to  have  cultivated  that 
atmirable  glearness  and  impressiveness  with 
which  you  state  a  case.  It  is  a  thing  impossi- 
ble for  me,  but  I  atmire  it.  I  find  that  one 
always  atmires  most  that  which  is  least 
possible  for  oneself  to  do.  I  cannot  rival  you  : 
permit  me  to  imitate  you  at  a  humble  tistance. 
Let  me  state  my  case.' 

He  took  up  the  cigarette  he  had  laid  on 
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the  table  by  way  of  reserve,  lit  it  at  the 
burning  tip  of  the  old  one,  adjusted  it  deli- 
cately in  the  amber  tube,  and  took  a  well- 
enjoyed  whiff  or  two,  inhaling  the  smoke  and 
expelling  it  through  his  nostrils. 

'  So  ! '  he  began,  '  let  me  assure  you  that 
when  I  approached  Mr.  Hawthorne  with  the 
request  you  have  described,  I  did  so  with  no 
intention  to  threaten  him  at  all.  You,  my 
tear  Denton,  have  threatened  me,  and  I 
thought  it  would  be  worth  my  while  to  make 
you  hold  your  hand.  So  far,  at  least,  you 
have  held  your  hand.  I  do  not  any  longer 
tesire  or  need  Mr.  Hawthorne's  introduction 
to  society  in  Sytney — I  have  that  society  at 
my  feet  already  ;  but  I  am  quite  willing  to 
make  a  pargain  with  you.  If  you  will  say 
nothing  about  me,  I  will  say  nothing  about 
your  excellent  and  esteemed  chents.  I  happen 
to  have  the  orichinal  document  and  its  copy 
close  at  hand.  K  you  will  give  me  your 
word  of  honour  that  you  will  leave  me  un- 
attacked,   I   will   give   you    my   honourable 
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assurance  that  I  will  leave  your  clients  un- 
attacked.  I  have  played  my  game  without 
Mr.  Hawthorne's  aid,  and  I  have  won  it.* 

'  I  propose  to  ask  you,  Count  von  Herder,* 
said  Denton,  '  for  a  surrender  of  those  docu- 
ments.' 

'  I  am  afraid  that  in  that  respect  I  cannot 
oplige  you,'  said  the  Count. 

'  Very  well,'  returned  Denton.  '  In  the 
"  Sydney  Morning  Herald  "  of  last  Monday 
is  a  list  of  the  gentlemen  who  attended  an 
entertainment  at  your  house  on  the  previous 
Saturday.  If  I  leave  you  without  the  original 
and  the  copy  of  which  you  have  already 
spoken,  I  shall  hire  a  carriage,  I  shall  drive  to 
the  residence  of  each  of  those  gentlemen  in 
turn,  and  I  shall  lay  before  them  excellent 
reasons  why  they  should  not  continue  to  know 
the  Count  von  Herder.' 

'  Fery  well,'  said  the  Count,  with  a  little 
laugh,  'you  are  too  insistent,  my goot Denton. 
You  have  so  insinuating  and  charming  a  way 
with  you  that  there  is  no  tenying  you  any- 
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thing.  You  must  have  your  tocuments  ;  but, 
mind  you,  petween  men  of  honour  a  bargain 
is  a  bargain.' 

'  Surrender  those  documents,'  said  Denton, 
'and  I  will  say  nothing  ;  but  understand  this 
distinctly,  Count  von  Herder,  I  don't  know, 
and  I  don't  want  to  know,  the  source  of  this 
present  splendour.' 

'  I  am  glat  you  Kke  the  httle  place,'  said 
the  Count. 

'  But,  understand  me,  if  I  find  that  you 
are  using  your  name  in  the  old  shameful  and 
criminal  fashion,  I  shall  make  it  my  duty  to 
expose  your  past.' 

'  My  goot  Denton,'  said  the  Count,  '  I  haf 
your  word  of  honour  that  you  respect  my 
past.  I  shall  not  ask  you  for  any  guarantee 
of  my  future.  Come,  now,  I  shall  rely  upon 
your  wort.' 

'Very  well,'  said  Denton,  'you  have  it. 
Give  me  the  documents  and  let  me  go.' 
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CHAPTER  XXXV 

In  his  own  demure  way  the  old  gentleman 
triumphed  when  he  left  the  Count's  residence. 

'  And  now,'  he  said,  '  for  General  Mallard. 
I  fancy  these  papers  and  the  Count's  promise 
should  have  some  weight  with  him.' 

There  were  hundreds  of  people  in  the 
world  who  would  have  smiled  outright  at  the 
idea  that  John  Denton,  of  all  men,  should 
devote  himself  heart  and  soul,  without  fee  or 
reward,  to  the  advancement  of  the  prosperous 
issue  of  a  love  affair.  But  Denton,  hardened 
old  bachelor  as  he  was,  had  for  years  taken 
charge  of  Michael  Hawthorne,  and  he  had 
learned  to  love  the  boy  as  if,  in  place  of 
standing  coldly  in  loco  parentis  to  him,  he  had 
really  been  his  father.  If  he  had  been  asked 
the  question  bluntly,  '  What  did  he  most  desire 
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in  the  world  ? '  he  might  have  found  one  or 
two  other  answers  which  on  the  surface  would 
have  looked  true  enough,  but  the  real  answer 
to  the  problem  would  have  been,  to  see 
Michael  Hawthorne  happy.  That  in  the  main 
had-  been  what  the  prim  old  gentleman  had 
lived  for  these  many  years,  and  he  experienced 
a  glow  of  unusual  pride  and  satisfaction  in 
having  made  at  least  one  step  towards  the  con- 
summation of  that  hope.  The  General's  house 
was  within  an  easy  five  or  six  minutes'  walk, 
and  the  General  was  at  home.  Denton  was 
admitted  to  him,  and  invited  to  disclose  his 
business.  The  two  elderly  gentlemen  were 
seated  in  Mallard's  Hbrary,  and  Denton,  having 
fixed  his  glasses  on  his  nose,  unbuttoned  his 
trim  frock-coat,  and  drawing  the  papers  from 
his  pocket,  laid  them  across  his  knees. 

'  I  have  this  morning,'  he  said,  '  had  an 
interview  with  the  Count  von  Herder,  who  has 
surrendered  these  papers  to  me.  It  was 
through  the  accidental  fact  that  these  docu- 
ments fell  into  his  hands  that  Mr.  Dogdyke 
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made  to  you  the  revelation  which  forestalled 
Mr.  Barton's  statement.' 

'I  don't  think,  Denton,'  returned  the 
General,  '  that  I  care  to  resume  any  inquiry 
into  that  business.  I  may  tell  you  definitely 
that  my  mind  is  made  up  upon  the  matter.' 

'  I  don't  know  that,'  said  Denton.  '  If 
you'll  forgive  me  for  saying  so,  I  am  not 
without  hope  of  changing  it.  Let  us  look  at 
the  case.  Here  in  my  hands  is  the  only  proof 
of  the  truth  of  the  story  which  has  been  told 
to  "you.  Besides,  apart  from  the  persons 
concerned,  there  is  nobody  now  who  can  be 
said  to  have  possession  of  the  facts.  Count 
von  Herder  has  surrendered  his  hold,  and  has 
given  me  an  undertaking  to  preserve  absolute 
silence  in  future.  I  can  assure  you  as  a  pro- 
fessional man — and  I  know  that  you  will 
accept  my  word — I  can  assure  you  that  Count 
von  Herder  will  keep  his  promise.  I  have 
every  reason  to  know  that  I  can  offer  you  that 
assurance  with  certainty.  As  for  Dogdyke, 
he  is  a  drunken  and  disreputable  little  person, 
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whose  unsupported  statement  would  be 
actually  worthless  anywhere,  and  I  think  I 
can  promise  you  that  I  shall  be  able  to  make 
arrangements  which  will  close  his  lips  as  com- 
pletely as  I  have  closed  those  of  the  Count. 
These  papers,  I  must  inform  you,  have  not 
been  purchased,  and  we  are  not  guilty  of 
paying  blackmail  in  any  form.  As  I  have 
already  said  this  morning,  we  do  not  court 
publicity,  but  we  are  not  at  all  afraid  of  it. 
Now,  my  dear  General,  why  not  consent  at 
once  to  consider  the  matter  dead  and 
buried  ? ' 

General  Mallard  made  an  impatient  move- 
ment, but  Denton  hurriedly  waved  him  down 
and  went  on  with  his  pleading. 

'  I  know  the  boy.  Mallard — I  have  known 
him  nearly  all  his  Hfe.  A  more  honourable, 
upright,  and  noble-hearted  fellow  I  have  never 
met.  He  was  under  my  guardianship  until  he 
was  twenty-one,  and  he  came  to  me  in  early 
childhood.  I  have  a  right  to  speak  of  him, 
and  my   voice  should   have  some  authority. 
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You  have  told  me  already  that  your  daughter 
is  determinately  obstinate  in  the  matter,  and 
you  cannot  honestly  declare  that  you  have 
not  in  your  heart  a  certain  commendation  for 
her  fidelity  and  firmness  of  character.' 

'  Eubbish  ! '  said  the  General.  '  Non- 
sense ! ' 

'  But,  my  dear  sir,  you  have,'  Denton  pur- 
sued. '  She  has  confessed  to  me,  and  natu- 
rally you  feel  it.  You  have  never  been  in 
opposition  before.  The  girl's  heart  is  deeply 
interested,  and  she  feels  it  to  be  a  question  of 
honour  with  her  as  well  as  of  affection. 
Now,  much  as  you  oppose  this  match,  you 
would  not  wish  your  daughter  consciously  to 
go  back  from  what  she  conceives  to  be  the 
dictates  of  honour.' 

'  The  engagement  was"  made,'  cried  the 
General,  with  much  heat — '  innocently  made, 
I  admit — under  the  impression  that  circum- 
stances were  not  as  they  are.' 

'  Exactly,'  cried  Denton,  '  and  that  satis- 
fies you,  and  would  if  I  were  in  your  place 
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satisfy   me  ;    but   tlien,    you    see,   it    doesn't 
happen  to  satisfy  tli'e  young  lady.' 

'  Mere  wilful  obstinacy,'  said  the  General. 
He  was  on  his  feet,  and  hmping  excitedly  up 
and  down  the  room  by  this  time.  '  Nothing 
more  or  less,  Denton — mere  wilful  obstinacy.' 

The  old  barrister  had  laid  out  his  plan  of 
campaign,  and  though  he  was  met  by  a  force 
equal  to  his  own  in  intensity,  and  far  more 
tumultuous,  he  was  prepared  to  iiglit  to  the 
end.  How  the  argument  might  have  gone,  it 
is  hardly  worth  while  to  speculate,  for  at  this 
moment  it  was  interrupted.  The  General's 
manservant  rapped  at  the  door  at  this  instant, 
and  entered  in  obedience  to  his  master's  call. 

'  An  orderly  has  just  ridden  up  with  this 
from  Government  House,  sir.' 

The  General  took  a  letter  from  the  salver 
the  servant  stretched  out  to  him,  and  half 
absently  broke  the  seal,  after  a  purely  mechan- 
ical survey  of  the  address. 

'  Excuse  me,  Denton,'  he  said  ;  '  this  may 
call  for  some  reply.' 
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He  had  not  even  observed  the  fact  that 
the  letter  bore  the  Enghsh  post-mark,  and 
had  simply  been  addressed  to  him  at  the 
Government  House.  He  threw  the  envelope 
on  the  table,  and  Denton,  glancing  casually  at 
it,  possessed  himself  of  this  fact,  and  read  from 
it  the  General's  extreme  disturbance.  The 
servant  had  retired,  and  the  General,  adjusting 
his  folding  glasses  on  his  nose,  glanced  at  the 
letter.  His  lips  moved,  as  he  followed  the 
lines,  and  an  inarticulate  mumble  reached 
Denton's  ears.  But  suddenly  the  reader  clap- 
ped his  hands  to  his  forehead  with  a  disordered 
gesture,  and  strode  to  the  window. 

'  Why,  what  in  the  name  of  all  that's  won- 
derful  '  he  began,  and  having  read  another 

line  or  two  he  broke  out,  '  The  man's  mad  : 
stark  mad  !     I  gave  him  no  instructions.' 

'  No  bad  news,  I  hope,'  said  Denton,  rising 
in  some  surprise  at  his  companion's  agita- 
tion. 

'The  man's  in  charge  of  every  penny- 
worth of  stock  I  have  in  the  world,'  cried  the 
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General,    '  and   lie   sends  me  here    the  mad- 
dest letter  I  ever  had  in  my  life.' 

'  Come,'  said  Denton,  '  that's  serious.' 
'  Listen  to  this,'  said  the  General,  bracing 
himself,  and  adjusting  his  glasses  anew.  '  It's 
written  on  the  fellow's  office  paper,  and  it 
carries  his  business  heading.  It's  written,  too, 
in  his  own  handwriting  : — 

'  "  Bedford  Eow,  February  22nd. 

' "  Sir, — I  have  this  day,  in  pursuance  of 
your  instructions,  disposed  of  the  following 
stock:  Australian  Silver  Five  per  Cent., 
14,450Z.  \os.  8d.  ;  Egyptian  Four  per  Cent., 
37,250/.  ISs.  Scl ;  French  Three  per  Cent., 
12,241/.;  Italian  Five  per  Cent.,  48,440/.; 
Japanese  Seven  per  Cent.,  8,119/.  You  will 
find  inclosed  a  memorandum,  from  which  you 
will  see  that  the  total  increase  in  value  of 
stock  since  your  departure  from  England 
amounts  to  5,232/.  Qs.  4:d.  The  Japanese  in- 
vestments have  proved  the  most  valuable  of 
all.     In  obedience  to  your  letter,  I  forwarded 
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to  Menzies'  Hotel  at  Melbourne  the  cable  re- 
quested, and  on  the  same  day  received  the 
promised  word,  '  Transfer/  I  at  once  took 
the  transaction  in  hand,  and  carried  it  through 
with  all  possible  dispatch,  and  wired  the  pro- 
ceeds, less  commission,  to  the  Consolidated 
Colonial  Bank  in  Melbourne.  Your  second 
cablegram,  'Money  received,'  did  not  reach 
me  until  half-an-hour  ago,  and  the  matter  is 
now  completed,  I  trust  entirely  to  your  satis- 
faction.    I  am,  sir,  yours  respectfully, 

'  "  Wm.  Ed.  Euston."  ' 

'  But  do  you  mean  to  tell  me '  Denton 

began. 

The  General  cut  him  short,  wildly. 

'  That  I  know  absolutely  nothing  of  this. 
I  know  nothing,  nothing,  nothing  !  I  have 
not  written  a  line  of  instructions  to  the  man 
since  I  left  England.' 

'  Let's  look  at  things,'  said  Denton.  '  This 
letter  is  dated  February  22nd.  Here  we  are 
at  the  6th  of  April,  and  the  man  declares  that 
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the  money  was  transferred  to  your  order  by 
cable  and  acknowledged  by  you  six  weeks 
ago.' 

'  The  man's  mad  !  '  cried  the  General. 

'  Perhaps  not,'  said  Denton  ;  '  but  obvi- 
ously your  first  business  is  to  wire  to  this 
bank  to  ascertain  if  a  transfer  has  been  made.' 

'  That  must  be  done  at  once,'  the  General 
assented. 

He  rang  the  bell  loudly,  and  ordered  his 
carriage. 

'  Be  quick,  quick,  quick  ! '  he  said  to  the 
servant,  who  stood  for  a  moment  in  amaze- 
ment at  his  unusual  vivacity  of  manner,  and 
then  darted  away. 

'  Do  you  think,  Denton,'  he  asked,  '  that 
there  can  be  anything  serious  in  this  ?  ' 

'  I  can  say  nothing  till  you  get  an  answer 
from  the  Melbourne  Bank,'  said  Denton  ;  '  but 
I  am  afraid  it  looks  as  if  it  might  be  very 
serious  indeed.  Was  there  anybody  except 
your  agent  who  was  aware  of  the  precise 
nature  of  your  investments  ? ' 
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'  Not  a  soul,'  said  Mallard.  '  I  have  con- 
sulted Euston,  and  Ruston  only.  I  always 
supposed  him  to  be  a  smart  man  of  business. 
The  only  conclusion  I  can  come  to,'  he  added, 
groaningly,  '  is  that  the  man's  mad.' 

'  I  wish  there  were  grounds  to  hope  that 
it  might  prove  so,'  Denton  answered,  '  for  on 
any  other  explanation  the  matter  is  grave  in- 
deed.' 

When  the  General  had  recovered  from  the 
first  shock  which  this  astonishing  communica- 
tion had  brought  to  his  nerves,  he  showed 
considerable  fortitude.  Denton  accompanied 
him  to  the  telegraph  office,  and  assisted  him 
in  drawing  out  a  despatch  : — 

'Manager,  Consolidated  Colonial  Bank, 
Melbourne. — Have  you  received  any  consider- 
able amount  to  my  credit  from  Ruston, 
London  ?  ' 

The  message  was  despatched,  and  the  two 
waited  at  the  post-office  itself  for  a  response. 
It  came  in  a  little  over  an  hour : — 

'General   Mallard,  Sydney. — Nothing  re- 
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ceived  since  February  the  24tli,  when  paid  you 
personally  one  hundred  and  twenty-four  thou- 
sand pounds.' 

They  had  wandered  out  into  the  street  for 
a  minute,  and  on  returning  had  been  hailed 
from  the  counter. 

'  A  wire  for  you,  sir.' 

The  General  accepted  it,  opened  it,  and 
read  it.  A  sudden  tremor  shook  him  from 
head  to  foot,  and  his  face  was  ghastly.  He 
laid  a  hand  upon  the  counter  for  support,  and 
with  the  other  held  out  the  message  to  Den- 
ton. 

'"Paid  you  personally,"'  said  the 
barrister. 

'The  whole  world's  mad  together,'  stam- 
mered Mallard,  '  or  am  I  going  mad  myself  ?  ' 

'  Come,'  said  Denton,  '  the  people  are 
beginning  to  stare  at  us.  Control  yourself; 
let  me  help  you  to  the  carriage.  We  must 
catch  the  Melbourne  mail  to-night.' 

He  assisted  the  General  to  the  street,  and 
helped  him  to  a  seat  in  the  carriage. 

YOL.  III.  E 
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'  Wait  there,'  he  said  ;  '  I  will  send  a  wire 
to  the  bank  declaring  that  you  never  ordered 
the  transfer  of  the  money.  Those,'  he  asked, 
'  are  your  instructions  ?  ' 

The  General  nodded,  brokenly.  He  had 
aged  twenty  years  in  aspect  in  the  last  half- 
hour. 

Denton  ran  back,  -wrote  his  telegram,  and 
handed  it  to  the  clerk.  Mallard,  who  was 
helpless,  could  only  say  feebly,  now  and  then, 
that  the  whole  world  was  mad  together. 
That  seemed  the  one  idea  he  could  grasp  at. 
Denton  took  the  conduct  of  affairs  into  his 
own  hands,  drove  back  to  the  General's  house, 
ordered  a  portmanteau  to  be  packed  with 
necessaries ;  drove  to  Barton's,  hurriedly  ex- 
plained the  astonishing  condition  of  affairs 
there,  prepared  himself  for  the  journey,  and 
then  got  back  to  Mallard,  and  drove  with  him 
to  the  station. 

They  arrived  in  ample  time,  but  every 
minute  dragged  like  a  day,  and  Denton,  used 
as   he  was  to  transactions  of  this  sort,  grew 
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hungrily  excited.  Even  if  lie  had  had  the 
faintest  reason  to  doubt  the  General's  story — 
and  there  was  not  even  a  suggestion  of  such  a 
doubt  in  his  mind — his  manner  would  have 
confirmed  it  amply.  This  prodigious  sum  of 
money  had  been  extracted  by  some  unusually 
complete  and  cunning  piece  of  villainy  from 
the  hands  of  its  proper  custodian,  and  by 
some  daring  personation  had  been  drawn  from 
the  banker's  hands  in  Melbourne.  So  much 
was  clear,  and  the  old  criminal  barrister 
was  keen  as  a  sleuth-hound  on  the  scent. 
There  was  no  clue  as  yet  to  guide  him,  and 
all  the  way  to  Melbourne  he  burned  with 
excitement.  He  had  had  to  take  the  whole 
conduct  of  the  journey  upon  his  shoulders  ; 
had  engaged  sleeping-berths,  and  had  wired 
ahead  for  dinner.  Mallard  could  eat  nothing, 
but  he  drank  a  glass  or  two  of  wine,  and 
came  slowly  back  to  some  semblance  of  the 
possession  of  his  faculties. 

'  If  the  money  is  lost,  Denton,'   he  said, 
shakily,  as  they  sat  side  by  side  together,  '  it 
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is  a  terrible  blow  to  me.  I  began  life  as  a 
rich  man,  but  my  speculations  have  been  ill- 
conducted  always.  I  have  been  unlucky, 
and  have  lost  heavily.  If  this  goes  every- 
thing goes.' 

'  You  have  the  abbey,  and  the  estate  about 
it,'  Denton  asked  somewhat  solicitously. 

'  Oh,  yes,'  returned  Mallard,  '  the  abbey 
and  the  estate  about  it,  but  nothing  to  keep 
it  up  with  now.  If  this  dreadful  news  is 
true,  I  shall  have  to  put  the  place  upon  the 
market.  It  is  all  the  money  I  have  in  the 
world.' 

A  boy  on  the  platform  of  the  Sydney 
station  had  pressed  some  newspapers  upon 
him,  and  he  had  paid  for  them  mechanically. 
He  tried  to  read  one  of  them  now,  but  could 
make  nothing  of  the  printed  page.  He 
surrendered  the  effort  despairingly. 

'  It  is  a  pity,'  said  Denton,  '  a  grievous 
pity,  that  the  intelligence  comes  so  late.  In 
six  weeks  the  men  who  had  the  brains  to  plan 
a  cowp  like  this  could  have  obliterated  every 
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trace  ;  they  are  probably  out  of  the  country 
long  and  long  ago/ 

'  You  think,'  asked  the  General,  with  a 
pitiable  eagerness — '  you  think  it  looks  as  if 
a  cowp  had  been  planned  ?  ' 

'  There  is  no  other  solution  to  the 
problem,'  Denton  answered.  '  You  have  been 
marked  out  for  a  gigantic  fraud,  and  I  am 
afraid  it  has  succeeded.  That  sounds  like 
the  talk  of  one  of  Job's  comforters,  but  I 
think  you  will  be  wise  to  look  forward  to  the 
worst.' 

The  old  barrister  did  not  speak  in  mere 
cruelty  or  coldness  of  heart  when  he  said 
this,  for  he  knew  the  measure  of  the  man  he 
addressed.  Mallard  had  been  unhinged  by 
the  shock,  as  any  man  in  the  world  would 
have  been,  but  now  that  there  seemed  a 
certainty  that  the  terrible  news  was  true,  he 
braced  himself  to  meet  it,  and  five  hours 
afterwards,  when  Denton  drew  aside  the 
curtains  of  his  sleeping-berth  and  looked 
across  at  his  companion,  he  saw,  to  his  own 
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profound  surprise,  and  somewhat  to  his  admi- 
ration, that  the  General  was  lying  peacefully 
asleep. 

'He  takes  it  like  a  soldier,'  thought 
Denton,  and  so  lay  back  again,  himself  quite 
sleepless.  The  thought  suddenly  intruded 
itself  into  his  mind  that  Yon  Herder  was 
living  in  luxury,  and  he  sat  up  in  his  berth 
with  clasped  hands  and  glittering  eyes. 

'  That  fellow's  in  it,'  he  declared,  with  an 
inward  sense  of  certainty.  '  Whateley's  with 
him.' 

The  assumption  was  likely  enough,  but  as 
yet,  at  least,  he  was  far  away  from  proof. 
The  night  crawled  to  its  end,  day  came  on, 
and  almost  as  soon  as  the  bank  was  open, 
Denton  and  the  General  presented  themselves 
there  to  the  manager. 

'  I  learn  from  your  wire  of  yesterday,' 
said  the  General,  '  that  you  received  the 
sum  of  one  hundred  and  twenty -four 
thousand  pounds  to  my  credit  on  the  24th  of 
February  ? ' 
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'  Yes,  sir,'  the  manager  answered  ;  '  we 
received  such  a  sum.' 

'  And  that,  on  the  same  day.  you  paid  it 
away  ? ' 

The  manager  half  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
looked  at  General  Mallard  with  a  ghttering 
eye. 

*  We  paid  it  away.' 

'  To  whom  ?  '  the  General  asked. 

The  manager  dropped  back  into  his  seat, 
with  a  little  hectic  colour  on  either  cheek,  his 
face  otherwise  grey. 

'  The  money  was  paid  to  you,  sir  ! ' 
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CHAPTEK  XXXVI 

*  That,'  cried   the   General,   in    an    agitated 
voice,  '  is  absolutely  false  ! ' 

'  Indeed,  sir,'  said  tlie  bank  manager,  in  a 
voice  of  only  half-interested  inquiry. 

Denton,  looking  at  him  with  that  keen  eye 
of  his,  sharpened  by  years  of  practised  obser- 
vation in  the  criminal  courts,  thought  that 
the  bank  manager  rather  overdid  his  cer- 
tainty, and  was  less  sure  of  the  General's 
identity  than  he  pretended  to  be. 

'  I  have  not  been  in  Melbourne,'  cried  the 
General,  '  for  more  than  three  months,  and 
there  is  not  a  day  in  the  whole  time  for  which 
I  am  not  able  to  account.' 

'  The  matter,  you  observe,'  said  Denton, 
laying  a  hand  on  his  companion's  arm,  and 
addressing  himself  to  the  manager,  '  is  very 
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simple.  General  Mallard,  as  you  very  well 
know,  occupies,  for  the  time  being,  a  high 
official  position,  and  could  not  conceal  his 
whereabouts.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  know 
from  my  o^vn  diary  that  General  Mallard 
and  I  were  dining  at  Government  House 
in  Sydney  on  the  evening  of  the  24th  of 
February.  That  is  a  fact  which  may  be 
verified  by  an  appeal  to  the  Governor  of  Xew 
South  Wales.  You  observe,  therefore,  that 
it  is  quite  idle  to  insist  on  your  behef  that 
General  Mallard  was  the  man  to  whom  this 
great  sum  of  money  was  paid  away.  This  is 
a  case  of  very  cunning  and  daring  fraud, 
and  you  must  do  your  best  to  assist  us  in 
tracing  it.' 

'  When  I  received  3^our  wire,  sir,'  said  the 
manager,  speaking  somewhat  tremulously,  '  I 
naturally  looked  up  such  documentary  evi- 
dence as  I  had.  I  found  a  letter  from  you  ' — 
he  addressed  the  General — '  dated  from  your 
own  house  in  Sydney,  stating  that  you  ex- 
pected a  large  sum  of  money  to  your  credit 
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here,  declining  to  specify  the  precise  amount, 
because  of  a  possible  fluctuation  in  the  value 
of  stocks,  but  setting  it  somewhere  about 
one  hundred  and  twenty-thousand  pounds. 
The  letter  expresses  your  intention  of  calling 
in  person  on  the  following  day  to  draw  it, 
and  I  have  a  receipt  for  the  money  in  the 
same  handwriting.  Will  you  be  good  enough 
to  examine  these,  and  tell  me  if  they  re- 
semble your  own  hand  ?  ' 

He  passed  two  sheets  of  paper  across  the 
table,  and  the  General,  accepting  them  with 
shaking  fingers,  examined  them,  and  then 
handed  them  to  Denton  without  a  word. 
The  imitation  was  remarkable.  The  Count 
had  done  his  work  with  a  really  amazing 
dexterity. 

'That  is  an  astonishingly  able  forgery,' 
said  Denton,  handing  the  letters  back.  '  But 
that  it  is  forgery  is  too  obvious  for  discus- 
sion.' 

'  You  repudiate  the  authorship  of  this 
letter,  General  Mallard  ?  '  asked  the  manager. 
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'  Absolutely,'  returned  Mallard,  '  abso 
lutely.' 

'  And  you  deny  having  given  this  receipt  ? ' 

'  Absolutely,'  the  General  repeated. 

'  In  that  case  I  see  nothing  for  it,  gentle- 
men, but  to  communicate  immediately  with 
the  police.' 

'  One  minute,'  said  Denton.  '  I  notice  here 
that  the  figures  in  the  receipt  are  not  in  the 
same  handwriting  as  the  rest  of  the  document. 
Am  I  right  in  supposing  that  the  person  who 
presented  himself  as  General  Mallard  had  this 
document  made  out  in  readiness  when  he 
came  to  you  ?  ' 

'  He  had,'  returned  the  manager. 

'  Being  uncertain  of  the  sum  to  be  drawn, 
he  had  left  a  space  for  the  amount  blank?  ' 

'  That  is  so.' 

'  And  who  filled  it  in  for  him  ?  ' 

'I  wrote  those  figures,'  the  manager  re- 
sponded. '  The  person  calhng  himself  General 
Mallard  professed  to  having  injured  his  right 
hand,  and  had  it  bound  up  in  a  handkerchief/ 
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'  That  did  not  strike  you,'  Denton  asked, 
'  as  being  at  all  suspicious  ?  ' 

'  No,'  said  the  manager.  '  Why  should 
it?' 

'I  shall  hold  the  bank  responsible  for 
this  transaction,'  cried  the  General. 

'  I  am  very  sorry  for  your  loss.  General 
Mallard,'  the  official  responded ;  '  but  you 
will  find  that  you  have  no  grounds  for  action 
against  the  bank.  You  need  hardly  have  a 
better  authority  for  that  than  your  friend, 
Mr.  Denton.' 

The  ^General  turned  on  Denton  eagerly, 
and  the  latter  shook  his  head. 

'  No,'  he  said,  '  no  action  lies  against  the 
bank.  There  is  no  privity  between  yourself 
and  them.  Your  only  action  is  against  Euston, 
and  I  should  be  inclined  to  think,  from  the 
accuracy  of  this  imitation  of  your  handwriting, 
that  he  is  not  open  to  any  charge  of  having 
acted  without  reasonable  precaution.' 

^  Then,'  said  the  General,  '  I  am  a  ruined 
man ! ' 
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He  folded  his  gold-rimmed  reading  glasses, 
put  them  away  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  but- 
toned his  frock-coat  slowly  and  determinately, 
and  adjusted  his  gloves. 

'  I  am  a  ruined  man,'  he  repeated  ;  '  but 
at  least  I  will  try  to  track  the  scoundrel 
down.' 

'  The  scoundrels,'  said  Denton.  '  There 
are  two  of  them.' 

'  How  do  you  arrive  at  that  conclusion  ?  ' 
asked  the  manager. 

'  Easily,'  returned  Denton.  '  The  forger  is 
one  person  ;  the  man  who  passed  himself  as 
General  Mallard  is  another.  If  that  had 
not  been  so,  there  w^ould  have  been  no  need 
for  him  to  have  asked  you  to  fill  in  the 
sum.' 

'  Let  us  see  the  pohce,'  said  Mallard.  'You 
will  accompany  us  .^  ' 

The  manager  assented,  and  they  left  the 
bank  together.  A  four-wheeled  cab  was 
called,  and  they  rode  ofi*upon  their  errand. 

'  Tell   me,'  said   Denton — '  the   man  who 
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presented  himself  on  the  24th  of  February,  in 
what  respects  did  he  resemble  General  Mal- 
lard ? ' 

'  In  all  respects.  In  voice,  walk,  manner, 
features.  I  remember,  now,  observing  one 
thing,'  he  continued.  'It  struck  me  as  being 
singular  that  a  gentleman  of  General  Mallard's 
reputation  as  a  soldier  should  use  powder, 
and  I  noticed  that  the  man's  face  was  powdered. 
It  was  hardly  perceptible,  but  it  led  me  to 
look  at  the  man  with  some  curiosity.  He  had 
been  in  my  room  two  or  three  minutes  before 
I  noticed  it,  and  I  thought  it  was  possibly 
some  curious  foppery  about  complexion.' 

'Now  that  you  have  the  real  General 
Mallard  before  you,'  said  Denton,  '  are  you 
able  to  specify  any  difference  between  him 
and  the  man  who  passed  for  him  ? ' 

The  manager  scrutinised  the  General  long 
and  earnestly,  examining]  him  from  head  to 
foot. 

'  No,'  he  said,  after  a  lingering  inclination, 
at  last,  '  I  see  no  difference.     I  had  not  had 
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the  pleasure  of  meeting  General  Mallard  when 
he  was  in  Melbourne,  though  I  had  been 
specially  invited  to  do  so.  I  saw  him  once 
or  twice  in  the  street,  and  on  one  occasion  I 
caught  a  distant  glimpse  of  him — only  a 
ghmpse — at  a  garden  party.' 

'  My  experience,'  said  Denton, '  has  led  me 
into  contact  with  criminals  of  all  sorts.  I  have 
defended  and  prosecuted  the  cleverest  of  their 
tribes — but  I  know  no  man  capable  of  such  a 
deception.' 

'  Understand  me,  gentlemen,'  cried  the 
manager  with  some  emphasis,  '  I  am  forced  to 
accept  General  Mallard's  declaration  and  your 
own,  and  I  do  so  completely.  But  if  the  man 
who  presented  himself  to  me  on  the  24th  of 
February  last  were  now  to  change  places  with 
the  General,  I  don't  beheve  that  I  should  be 
aware  of  it.' 

'  H'm,'  said  Denton,  and  gave  no  further 
answer.  It  was  natural,  to  his  way  of  think- 
ing, that  the  manager,  in  his  eagerness  to 
exculpate  himself  from  any  possibility  of  blame, 
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would  exaggerate  the  completeness  of  the 
resemblance. 

They  reached  the  police-station,  found 
instant  access  to  the  chief,  and  laid  the  case 
fully  before  him.  He,  as  'a  matter  of  course, 
listened  intently,  made  copious  notes,  and  left 
the  matter  practically  where  it  was. 

Denton  was  mightily  tumbled  up  and 
down  in  mind,  as  John  Bunyan  says,  as  to 
whether  he  had  any  moral  right  to  express 
his  airy  suspicion  of  the  Count  von  Herder. 
He  thought  it  very  much  more  likely  than 
not  that  the  Count  and  Whateley  had  been 
together  for  purposes  of  mischief  of  some  sort, 
and  it  was  well  within  the  bounds  of  possibility 
to  his  thinking  that  they  had  been  concerned 
in  this  matter,  but  he  was  altogether  without 
proof  even  of  the  faintest  kind,  and  he  had 
pledged  his  word  to  the  Count  that,  on  receipt 
of  the  documents  surrendered  to  him,  his  lips 
were  sealed  with  respect  to  that  gentleman's 
past  career.  Could  he  have  set  the  police  to 
investigate  the  sources  of  the  Count's  newly- 
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displayed  wealth,  he  believed  it  fully  possible 
that  something  might  come  of  it.  Finally,  he 
decided  that  his  suspicions  were  too  faintly 
grounded  to  authorise  him  to  break  a  pledge 
so  definitely  and  completely  given. 

Before  night  the  city  rang  with  the  news, 
and  intellicfence  of  the  oicrantic  fraud  on 
General  ^lallard  was  wired  to  the  uttermost 
ends  of  the  earth.  [More  or  less  it  interested 
miUions,  but  of  all  the  countless  people  who 
devoured  the  news  none  fell  on  it  more  eagerly 
than  John  Dogdyke.  He  read  it  in  the 
evening  paper  in  a  cheap  restaurant  at  tea- 
time. 

'  Colossal  Fraud  ! '  he  read.  •  Astounding 
Impersonation  !  Extraordinary  Criminal 
Courage  and  Cunning  ! ' 

These  startling  head-lines  gave  Dogdyke 
an  instant  appetite.  He  was  one  of  those 
people  who  find  their  fullest  mental  pabulum 
in  the  records  of  the  police-court.  A  brutal 
murder  was  a  godsend  to  him,  and  a  divorce 
case  which  gave  its  six  columns  a  day  to  the 
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daily  journals  was  a  trouvaille  oi  the  richest 
sort.  He  propped  the  paper  against  a  water- 
bottle,  rubbed  his  hands  beneath  the  table, 
settled  his  glasses  upon  his  nose,  and  then 
delaying  mental  appetite  in  favour  of  physical, 
took  one  cut  at  his  cold  mutton,  and  with  a 
morsel  on  the  point  of  his  fork  read  the  first 
line.  The  morsel  fell  untasted,  and,  dropping 
knife  and  fork  with  a  noisy  clatter,  he  snatched 
up  the  paper,  turned  himself  bodily  round  to 
secure  a  better  light  upon  it,  and  read  with 
an  intense  and  almost  passionate  eagerness. 
He  had  caught  at  the  second  glance  the  name 
of  General  Mallard,  and  couphng  this  with  the 
astounding  impersonation,  leapt  at  once  to  his 
conclusion. 

The  sham  General  Mallard,  the  gentleman 
by  the  name  of  Johnson,  and  the  Count  von 
Herder  sprang  instantly  to  mind,  and  every 
line  in  the  narrative  he  read  made  his  inward 
certainty  more  sure.  The  papers  had  the 
whole  details  of  the  case  so  far  as  it  was  known, 
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and  by  tlie  time  lie  had  read  to  the  last  line 
there  was  no  room  for  doubt  in  his  mind. 

Bogdyke  sat  and  trembled.  He  had  been 
well-to-do  nearly  all  his  life,  and  for  three  or 
four  brief  years  had  been  rich.  Xow  he  was 
poor  and  growing  old.  He  was  compelled  to 
labour,  a  thing  in  itself  horribly  distasteful  to 
him,  and  rendered  the  more  distasteful  by  the 
fact  that  he  had  for  a  brief  time  tasted 
the  sweets  of  perfect  idleness.  A  certain 
rebelhous  spirit  often  stirred  complaint  feebly 
within  him  against  the  harshness  of  his  fate. 
There  were  so  many  people  in  the  world  who 
were  never  called  upon  to  do  anything,  men 
who  rode  in  carriages,  instead  of  having  to 
walk  about ;  men  who  drank  champagne  when 
it  pleased  them ;  men  who  could  order  meals 
of  the  most  delicate  description,  at  any  hour 
of  the  day  or  night ;  whilst  he,  John  Dogdyke, 
went  afoot  in  all  weathers,  was  enforcedly 
abstemious  in  respect  to  alcoholic  stimulants 
and  table  delicacies,    and,  most  hateful   and 
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lamentable  of  all,  was  compelled  to  make  at 
least  a  show  of  industry. 

The  mere  pretence  of  that  last  abomination 
stirred  almost  as  profound  a  sense  of  bitterness 
in  him  as  the   reality.     He  loathed  even   to 
seem  to  w^ork.     And  now  here,  on  a  sudden, 
the  real  land  of  El  Dorado  seemed  to  glow 
before  his  eyes.     The  Count  von  Herder,  who 
had  made  him  his  tool  and  catspaw,  who  had 
had  power  over  him,  and  had  forced  him  to  a 
hundred   degrading   offices,   was   rich.     One 
half  of  this  prodigious  hoard — Dogdyke  was 
as  sure  of  it  as  if  the  whole  history   of  the 
facts  had  unrolled  themselves  before  his  eyes 
— was  in   the   Count's  possession.     Dogdyke 
would    share  that   half.     No  more  work,  no 
more   short   commons,   no   more   sparing   of 
brandy  and  tobacco.     The    celestial   lubber- 
land  opened  wider  and  wider  before  him  as 
he  gazed,  and  grew  fairer  and  more  fair  to  his 
entranced  imagination.     He  stood  on  Pisgah's 
height,  and  before  him  lay  the  land  of  promise, 
abounding  in  delicacies  less  wholesome,  but  to 
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him  more  valuable,  than  milk  and  honey. 
But  it  struck  him  coldly  all  of  a  sudden  that  a 
wilderness  of  trouble  lay  between. 

The  Count  was  a  big  man,  and  had  already 
proved  to  Dogdyke  the  fact  that  he  could  bully 
with  effect  and  authority  ;  and,  apart  from 
that,  he  was  a  man  of  wiles,  and  could  escape 
from  or  explain  a  thousand  things,  any  one  of 
which  would  have  j^i^^^ed  Dogdyke  to  the 
earth.  There  was  obviously  nothing  for  it 
but  to  be  perfectly  prepared,  and  Dogdyke 
resolved  to  track  by  way  of  beginning  the 
gentleman  who  bore  the  name  of  Johnson. 
That  he  and  the  Count  had  been  associated  on 
that  memorable  day  there  was  no  shadow  of  a 
doubt. 

It  is  true  with  most  men  that  they  believe 
what  they  desire  to  think,  and  it  was  especially 
true  with  Dogdyke.  It  is  especially  true 
witli  all  feeble  and  purposeless  people. 
Much  thinking  and  a  good  deal  of  fruitless 
longing  had  brought  him  to  the  fixed  con- 
viction that  the  personator  of  General  Mallard 
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and  the  gentleman  who  had  passed  by  the 
name  of  Johnson  were  one  and  the  same.  He 
had  but  suspected  this  on  the  day  on  which 
the  two — or  the  one,  as  it  might  be — came 
beneath  his  eye.  But  in  the  course  of  time 
he  had  grown  sure  of  it. 

The  history  of  that  strange  day  had  then 
been  a  matter  of  curious  speculation  to  him, 
and  now  the  story  of  the  newspaper  brought 
it  all  into  startling  life  and  reality.  The 
gentleman  by  the  name  of  Johnson  was  the 
man  to  be  traced,  and  Dogdyke  knew  already 
that  the  end  of  the  clue  he  had  to  follow 
would  lead  him  inevitably  to  the  Count  von 
Herder.  Then,  he  was  fully  aware  of  the  fact, 
his  troubles  would  begin.  A  less  bribe  than 
thirty  thousand  pounds  would  hardly  have 
stirred  his  courage  so  far  as  to  lead  him  in 
arms  against  an  adversary  so  formidable  ;  but 
thirty  thousand  pounds  meant  glorious  ease 
for  life,  a  release  from  all  the  pains  and 
penalties  of  existence,  an  immediate  and 
absolute  translation  into  bliss.     He  would  have 
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dared  anything  for  it,  and  in  his  dingy  little 
soul  a  fire  of  resolve  awoke. 

He  left  the  cold  mutton  scornfully  in  a  kind 
of  indignation  at  it,  paid  his  sixpence,  and 
walked  out  into  the  street.  He  recognised  at 
once  the  impossibihty  of  moving  without 
money,  and  he  saw  that  his  inquiry  must  start 
at  Sydney.  There  were  three  days  to  wait 
before  he  touched  his  weekly  wage,  and  he 
groaned  at  that  reflection.  Eemembering, 
however,  that  he  had  at  least  seemed  to  be 
assiduous  in  his  new  duties,  and  callinQ-  to  mind 
the  fact  that  he  had  not  yet  made  any  un- 
authorised claim  upon  his  employer's  ex- 
chequer, he  resolved  on  the  morrow  to  ask  for 
the  advance  of  his  week's  salary  for  a  special 
purpose,  and  with  that,  if  he  obtained  it,  to 
cast  himself  upon  the  stream  of  hope,  and  let 
it  carry  him  whither  it  might. 

He  spent  a  night  of  dreadful  excitement, 
in  the  course  of  which  he  evolved  a  story  to 
justify  his  attempt  to  borrow,  and  in  the 
morning  took  this  narrative  to  his  employer, 
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who,  having  but  a  brief  experience  of  his  man, 
beheved  him,  handed  to  Dogdyke  four  £1 
notes,  and  allowed  him  absence  for  the  day. 
Then  away  shot  Dogdyke  to  transmute  his 
notes  to  gold,  to  make  such  of  them  as  survived 
the  journey  of  a  little  higher  value  than  they 
would  be  in  a  sister  colony,  and  waited 
feverishly  for  the  train.  Next  morning  he 
was  in  Sydney,  and  having  learned  on  inquiry 
that  the  Count  had  left  the  hotel,  and  had 
settled  down  in  that  bijou  residence  at  Potts 
Point  already  known  to  us,  he  ventured  to 
begin  his  inquiries. 

The  hotel  waiter  to  whom  he  first  appealed 
was  sufficiently  civil  and  communicative. 

'  The  Count  von  Herder  ?  Oh,  he  left  this 
a  long  while  ago.  Gone  into  a  house  of  his 
own.  His  pal,  the  gentleman  as  was  always 
with  him  whilst  he  was  in  Sydney,  Mr.  David 
Whateley — what  about  him  ?  ' 

'  I  don't  think,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  that  that 
was  the  gentleman's  name.' 

That,  the  waiter  averred,  was  certainly  the 
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name  of  the  Count's  companion.  Dogdyke 
respectfully  thought  not,  lout  the  man  insisted. 
He  had  gone  Home  again  by  way  of  Melbourne, 
and  the  Count  accompanied  him,  on  the  first 
stage  of  the  journey,  somewhere,  so  the  waiter 
remembered,  '  about  the  end  of  Febiwary.' 

'  Thank  you,'  said  Dogdyke,  meekly.  '  Mr. 
David  Whateley.     Thank  you.' 

He  made  a  memorandum  of  the  name  in  a 
greasy  little  pocket-book,  with  an  inch -long 
stump  of  pencil. 

'You  couldn't  be  sure,  perhaps,'  he 
ventured  to  suggest,  '  of  the  exact  date  at 
which  they  left  Sydney  ?  ' 

'  Xo,'  the  waiter  replied,  'I  couldn't. 
There  was  a  constant  comino-  and  g-oincf  of 
people  in  the  hotel,  and  I  couldn't  tell  to  a 
day  or  two.  It  was  somewhere  about  the  end 
of  Febiwary.' 

The  man  was  stupid  and  quite  unsus- 
picious, very  much  disposed  to  converse,  and 
evidently  willing  to  tell  anybody  anything  he 
knew. 
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Dogdyke  drew  no  more  from  him,  and 
hardl}^  needed  any  more.  The  gentleman  by 
the  name  of  Johnson  and  Mr.  David  Whateley 
blended  definitely  into  each  other,  and  were 
one.  The  unreal  General  Mallard,  whom 
Dogdyke  had  met  in  Collins  Street,  Melbourne, 
fused  himself  with  this  already  united  dual 
personality,  and  grew  to  be  one  and  the  same 
with  them.  Dogdyke  took  a  little  brandy 
and  water  by  way  of  strengthening  his  re- 
solve, and,  having  ascertained  the  direction 
in  which  the  Count  von  Herder's  new  house 
was  situated,  walked  boldly  out  to  find  it. 
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CHAPTER   XXXVII 

Mk.  Dogdyke  had  no  very  o-reat  distance  to 
travel,  but,  stoutly  resolved  as  lie  was  on 
setting  out,  be  had  ample  time  to  undergo  a 
score  of  nervous  sinkings  of  the  heart  and 
many  occasions  to  spur  the  sides  of  his  own 
languishing  interests.  But  at  last  he  stood 
hesitatingly  before  the  door  of  the  house,  and 
rang  in  a  sudden  access  of  desperation.  The 
Count  was  in  his  power,  he  thought.  Why 
should  he  fear  him?  It  was  the  Count's 
place  to  tremble  before  Dogdyke,  not  Bog- 
dyke's  to  tremble  before  the  Count.  Not- 
withstanding this  inward  declaration,  he  was 
exceedingly  meek  and  propitiatory  when  the 
servant  opened  the  door.  He  held  a  dirty 
card,  bearing  his  own  name,  towards  the 
servant,  humbly,  as  if  he  feared  that  on  con- 
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tact  with  the  man's  fingers  the  pasteboard 
might  become  electrified  or  explosive,  and 
when  the  man  had  taken  it  in  to  his  master 
he  stood  trembling  before  the  magnificence 
of  the  hall.  He  could  see  at  its  far  end, 
half  revealed  through  rich  velvet  hangings,  a 
pretty  conservatory,  in  which  a  bird  was 
singing.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  gilding 
on  the  walls,  and  the  place  looked  rather  like 
the  entrance  to  a  theatre  than  a  private  house. 
Somewhat  to  his  own  amazement  he  found 
himself  summoned  to  enter,  and  a  moment 
later  he  stood  in  the  presence  of  the  enemy. 

'  The  goot  Dogdyke,'  said  Von  Herder. 
He  was  lounging  on  the  couch  in  the  identical 
attitude  and  costume  in  which  Denton  had 
found  him  on  the  morning  of  his  visit. 

'  The  goot  Dogdyke.  And  you  wish  to 
see  me?  Fery  well,  fery  well.  Close  the 
door,  Simmons.' 

The  man  closed  the  door  and  disappeared, 
and  the  Count,  lazily  rolling  over  on  to  one 
side,  surveyed   Dogdyke  with  a  smihng  and 
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humorous  perception  of  all  his  personal 
drolleries. 

'  And  what,'  he  asked,  '  can  I  do  for  the 
goot  Dogdyke  ? ' 

'  I  am  afraid,  sir '  returned  Dogd3'ke, 

hesitatingly. 

'  Why  should  the  goot  Dogdyke  be  afraid? ' 
the  Count  demanded.  '  You  can  sit  town 
and  make  yourself  comfortable.' 

'I   am    afraid,    sir '   Dogdyke    began 

again. 

'  Fery  well,'  cried  Yon  Herder,  '  ton't  be 
afraid.     What  is  it  ?  ' 

'  I  am  afraid,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  taking  up 
his  parable  for  the  third  time,  •  that  what  I 
have  to  say  may  not  be  actually ' 

He  hid  his  hands  in  his  cuffs,  made  him- 
self as  small  in  his  chair  as  possible,  and  in- 
dicated the  completion  of  the  phrase  by  a 
little  contortion  of  the  face. 

'  Well,'  said  the  Count,  •  perhaps  it  will 
not  be  actually Go  on  ! ' 

'  I  am  getting  old,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  and  I 
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have  got  myself  to  take  care  of,  and  I  am 
going  to  do  it.' 

'  I  am  fery  giat  to  hear  it,'  said  the 
Count. 

For  a  mere  second  his  eyes  ht  up  with  a 
gleam  which  Dogdyke  disrelished  extremely. 
But  an  instant  later  he  was  once  more  so 
affable  and  smiling  that  the  little  man  almost 
fancied  that  his  eyes  had  played  him  false. 

'You  are  going  to  take  care  of  yourself? 
That  is  goot  news.  That  is  excellent  news. 
In  the  meantime,  my  goot  Dogdyke,  you  shall 
take  care  of  me.  Bring  me,  from  the  corner 
table  behind  you,  a  little  cicar  cabinet  you 
will  find  there.' 

Dogdyke  obeyed. 

'  Thank  you,'  said  the  Count,  selecting  a 
cigar.  '  And  now,  there  are  vestas  on  the 
chimney-piece.  Thank  you,  again.  Now  I 
am  at  your  tisposal.' 

All  this  had,  as  it  was  meant  to  have,  a 
certain  effect  upon  Dogdyke.  The  old  posi- 
tions of  patron  and  protected  were  at  once 
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defined  and  re-established.  Dogdyke  was 
even  humbler  than  he  had  been  at  the  begin- 
ning, and  yet  the  ice  was  partly  broken. 

'Yes,  sir,'  he  said,  when  he  had  resumed 
his  seat,  •  I  am  going  to  take  care  of  myself, 
and  I  think,  sir,  that  you  will  be  wilhng  to 
help  me.' 

'  So  ! '  said  the  Count,  '  you  think  that  ? 
So!' 

'  I  presume,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  that  you 
have  heard  the  news  about  General  Mal- 
lard ? ' 

The  Count  looked  at  him  lazily,  blew  a 
great  cloud  of  smoke  through  his  nostrils, 
and,  having  watched  it  curl  away  in  the  air, 
allowed  his  eyes  to  rest  on  Dogdyke. 

'  No,'  he  said,  carelessly  and  idly.  '  "What 
is  the  news  ?  Is  it  a  matter  of  any  interest 
to  me  ? ' 

'  I  think  so,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke.  '  I  think 
you  will  find  it  is.' 

'Yell,'  the  Count  responded,  'it  is  fery 
kind  of  you  to  come  and  interest  me.     This 
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is  the  dull  time  of  the  tay  with  me.  Talk, 
my  goot  Dogdyke,  talk.' 

'  General  Mallard,  sir,'  resumed  Dogdyke, 
with  inward  quaking,  but  on  the  outside 
cooler  and  more  dangerous  to  look  at  than 
he  knew — '  General  Mallard  has  been  the 
victim,  sir,  of  a  most  outrageous  fraud.  He 
has  been  robbed  of  one  hundred  and  twenty- 
four  thousand  pounds  ! ' 

'  Pless  my  soul ! '  exclaimed  the  Count. 
'  That  is  a  larch  sum  of  money,  eh,  Dog- 
dyke?' 

'Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  'it  is  a  large 
sum  of  money.' 

His  eyes  travelled  meaningly  round  the 
gaudy  apartment,  and  he  added :  '  You  can 
buy  a  lot  of  things  with  half  that,  sir.' 

'  I  suppose  so,'  said  the  Count,  rolling 
back  into  his  original  position. 

Dogdyke  hung  fire  a  little.  Now  that  he 
was  face  to  face  with  the  man,  he  could  see 
no  loophole  in  his  armour,  and  it  was  won- 
derful to  himself  how  the  absolute  certainty 
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he  had  held  iu  his  mind  five  minutes  before 
seemed  now  to  shrink  and  dwindle. 

'  Don't  you  think  you  are  a  little  dull  to- 
day, my  goot  Dogdyke  P '  asked  the  Count. 
'You  are  kind  enouo-h  to  come  here  to  en- 
tertain  me.  You  were  going  to  tell  me  some- 
thing interesting.     Why  ton't  you  do  it  ?  ' 

'  Well,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  in  a  more  reso- 
lute tone  than  he  had  hitherto  found  courage 
for,  'it  is  a  curious  story,  and  I  think  you 
will  be  interested  in  it  before  I  have ' 

He  waved  his  hands  abroad  in  his  own 
fashion  to  indicate  conclusion,  and  then  hid 
them  in  his  coat-cuffs  again. 

'  The  money  was  got  out  of  the  ConsoH- 
dated  Colonial  Bank  at  Melbourne  on  the 
24th  of  February  last.  It  was  drawn  by  a 
person  who  was  so  extremely  like  General 
Mallard  to  look  at  that  the  manager  of  the 
bank  could  not  tell  the  difference  between 
them,  and  paid  the  money  under  the  behef 
that  he  was  paying  it  to  the  General  himself, 
sir.' 

VOL.  III.  G 
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'  So  ?  '  inquired  the  Count. 

Dogdyke,  with  all  his  furtive  soul  awake 
and  his  courage  hysterically  mounting  within 
him,  saw  that  his  adversary  was  a  trifle  too 
cold  and  uninterested.  He  should,  at  least, 
have  shown  some  curiosity  to  know  why,  if 
he  were  ignorant  of  this  story,  it  should  be 
brought  to  him. 

'  I  really  think,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  that 
I  am  going  to  be  interesting  now.' 

'  So  ?  '  said  the  Count  again. 

'  Yes,  sir  :  I  really  think  I  am,  sir.' 

It  was  bad  policy  to  have  warned  the 
Count,  since  he  desired  to  read  in  his  face  and 
manner  that  he  liad  surprised  him  by  the 
declaration  he  was  about  to  make. 

'  The  man  who  passed  for  General  Mallard, 
sir,  stopped  at  the  Federal  Coffee  Palace 
under  the  name  of  Jolmson.' 

The  Count  turned  round  again  at  this, 
and  hoisted  himself  lazily  on  one  elbow,  as  if 
in  expectation  of  the  promised  interest.  His 
face  revealed  absolutely  nothing. 
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'The  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Johnson, 
sir,'  pursued  Dogdyke,  '  went  off  by  train  that 
night,  I  beheve  to  Adelaide,  sir,  to  catch  the 
boat.' 

This  was  only  a  guess,  at  which  he  had 
arrived  by  putting  the  hour  of  departure  of 
the  boat  and  the  time  fixed  for  the  starting  of 
the  train  together. 

'  Yell?  '  said  the  Count. 

'  I  happened,  sir,'  continued  the  other,  'to 
leave  Sydney  by  train  on  the  23rd  of  the 
month,  and  to  see  General  Mallard  on  the 
platform  there.  He  was  saying  good-bye  to 
some  friend,  and  I  saw  the  train  leave  the 
station  without  him." 

'My  goot  Dogdyke,'  Von  Herder  protested, 
falling  back  again  into  his  first  attitude,  '  you 
are  breaking  your  promise  altogether.  You 
told  me  you  were  going  to  be  interesting.' 

'I  shall,  sir,  by-and-by,'  returned  Dog- 
dyke. '  I  saw  General  Mallard  on  the  platform, 
and  I  saw  the  train  start  and  leave  him 
there.     I  was  a  httle  surprised  to  meet  him  in 

G  2 


84  TIME'S  REVENGES 

Collins    Street,    Melbourne,     next    morning, 
sir.' 

There  the  Count  showed  the  first  hint  of 
interest. 

'  Oh,  oh  ! '  he  said,  turning  his  face  once 
more  to  Dogdyke,  and  composing  himself 
definitely  to  listen. 

'  Yes,  sir,  it  was  a  little  surprising,  sir, 
wasn't  it  ?  Because,  you  see,  there  was  only 
one  train  that  could  have  got  in  there,  and  I 
saw  with  my  own  eyes  he  hadn't  taken  it.  A 
man  can't  be  in  two  places  at  once,  even  if  he 
is  a  General  in  the  army.' 

He  paused,  but,  meeting  with  no  reply, 
went  on. 

'  It  struck  me  as  being  so  queer,  sir,  that 
I  watched  the  General.  I  saw  him  go  into 
the  Consolidated  Colonial  Bank.  Tliat  was 
February  24,  sir,  the  day  on  which  the  man 
who  passed  himself  ofi"  as  General  Mallard  drew 
the  money.' 

'  Oh,  oh  ! '  cried  tlie  Count,  '  I  see.  You 
haf  a  personal  interest  in  this  little   matter. 
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You,  SO  to  speak,  were  beliind  the  scenes.  I 
see,  I  see.' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  I  was  behind 
the  scenes.  I  waited,  and  I  saw  the  General 
come  out.  He  jumped  into  a  cab  and  drove 
off.  I  saw  another  gentleman  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  sir,  and  he  got  into  a  cab 
as  well,  and  drove  off  in  the  same  direction.' 

Once  more  the  Count  rolled  over  on  to  his 
elbow,  and  there  was  no  longer  any  pretence 
of  want  of  interest  in  his  face. 

'  I  took  a  cab  myself,  sir,'  continued  Bog- 
dyke.  '  I  thought  the  whole  affair  so  very 
queer,  that  I  wanted  to  see  what  I  could  about 
it.' 

'  Yes,'  said  the  Count,  as  Dogdyke  made 
one  of  his  cringing  pauses.     '  Go  on.' 

'  When  the  General  got  out  of  the  cab,  sir, 
he  walked  straight  into  the  Occidental.  He 
had  done  away  with  General  ^Mallard's  mous- 
tache, and  General  Mallard's  limp,  and  General 
Mallard's  eye-glass.  The  other  gentleman 
paid   both  the  cabs,  sir,  and   went   indoors. 
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They  came  out  together  some  hours  later,  and 
I  took  the  hberty  of  following  them.  They 
parted,  sir,  at  the  other  end  of  Collins  Street, 
and  then  in  the  evening  the  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Johnson  took  the  train.' 

'  That,'  said  the  Count,  mockingly,  '  is  a 
fery  interesting  finish  to  a  fery  peautiful 
story.' 

'  No,  no,  sir,'  replied  Dogdyke,  '  we 
haven't  come  to  the  finish  yet.  When  I  saw 
the  news  in  the  day  before  yesterday's  paper, 
sir,  I  put  two  and  two  together.  I  thought  it 
worth  my  while  to  borrow  money  and  come 
up  to  Sydney.  I  have  been  to  the  hotel  the 
gentleman  by  the  name  of  Johnson  stayed  in. 
You  may  happen  to  know,  sir,  that  the  other 
gentleman  I  spoke  of  stayed  in  the  same  place 
with  him,  and  that  whilst  here,  sir,  he  passed 
as  a  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Whateley.  I 
hope,  sir,'  he  ventured  to  add,  '  that  I  haven't 
disappointed  you,  and  that,  after  all,  you  have 
found  the  narrative ' 

He  drew  his  hands  from  his  coat-cuffs  for 
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an  instant,  made  a  brief  gesture  with  them, 
and  returned  them. 

'  Yes,'  Yon  Herder  assented,  with  a  coolness 
which  did  him  credit  under  the  circumstances, 
'  I  am  teeply  interested.  You  are  a  fery 
defer  and  discerning  person,  Mr.  Dogdyke.' 

'  Thank  you,  sir,'  the  httle  man  responded. 

'  You  are,  of  gourse,  quite  sure  of  all  your 
facts?' 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

'  And  you  are  prepared  in  case  of  neet  to 
swear  to  them  in  evidence  ?  ' 

'  Oh  yes,  indeed,  sir.' 

'  Fery  well,  now,'  said  the  Count ;  '  you 
thought  it  wiser,  frentlier,  and  more  kind  and 
chentlemanly  altogether,  to  come  to  me  with 
this  little  narrative  than  to  go  elsewhere  with 
it?' 

'  Well,  sir,'  returned  Dogdyke,  growing 
moment  by  moment  more  at  ease,  '  I  didn't 
look  at  it  altogether  in  that  light,  sir.  I 
thought,  perhaps,  that  it  might  be  more ' 

The  Count  filled  up  his  pause  for  him. 


88  TIME'S  REVENGES 

» More  profitable,  eh  ?     Is  that  the  itea  ?  ' 

'  That,  sir,*  said  Dogdyke,  '  was  the 
idea,  since  you  are  so  kind  as  to  help  me  to 
express  it,  sir.' 

'You  are  a  kicky  man,  mygoot  Dogdyke,' 
said  the  Count.  '  You  made  a  fery  fortunate 
chourney  on  that  day.' 

'Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  rubbing  his  hands 
beneath  his  coat- cuffs,  and  venturing  on  a 
timid  smile.     '  I  think  I  did,  sir.' 

'  I  think  you  did,'  said  the  Count.  '  But 
now,  my  tear  Dogdyke,  admitting  your  goot 
fortune ;  admitting  the  beautiful  acumen  with 
which  you  haf  followed  up  your  case ; 
admitting  that  the  other  chentleman,  whose 
name  you  have  with  so  much  telicacy  kept 
out  of  the  case,  is  gompelled,  as  it  were,  to 
enter  into  partnership  with  you,  you  don't 
want  to  be  too  hart  on  him,  eh  ? ' 

'  No,  sir,'  returned  Dogdyke,  his  heart 
dilating  within  him.     '  Not  too  hard,  sir.' 

'Well,'  said  the  Count,  '  come  !  How  shall 
we  arranche  matters  ?     I  will  act  for  the  other 
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chentleman  ;  you  shall  act  for  yourself.  Let 
me  listen  to  your  proposal.' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke, 
*  for  mentioning  it,  but  if  you  wouldn't  mind 
my  asking  for  it,  I  should  like  a  glass  of 
brandy  to  begin  with.' 

'  Ophge  me,'  the  Count  responded,  '  by 
ringing  the  bell.' 

Dogdyke  rose  to  obey,  and  permitted  his 
features  to  crease  themselves  into  a  delighted 
and  triumphant  smile,  as  he  turned  his  back 
upon  the  Count.  The  other,  with  the  faintest 
indication  of  a  movement  to  rise,  cast  upon 
him  a  glance  so  murderous  and  cruel  that,  if 
the  little  man  had  seen  it,  it  wouldhave  frozen 
all  the  mirth  and  triumph  out  of  his  soul. 
When  he  had  rung  the  bell  and  turned  round 
again,  Yon  Herder  was  placidly  smiling  and 
smoking,  with  one  leg  thrown  loosely  over  the 
other,  and  his  red  morocco  slipper  dangling  at 
the  point  of  his  toe.  The  servant  entered.  '  ]My 
goot  frient,  here,  will  take  some  refreshment,* 
said  the  Count.     '  He  vill  tell  you  wliat  to  do.' 
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'1  will  take  some  brandy,  and  a  little 
soda,  please,'  said  Dogdyke.  His  manner  to 
the  servant  was  almost  as  deferential  as  to  the 
Count  himself.  The  man's  subdued,  yet 
splendid,  livery  had  an  effect  upon  him,  and 
the  very  furniture  of  the  room  he  sat  in  im- 
pressed his  spirit. 

The  servant  obeyed  his  orders,  and  he 
drank. 

'  My  respects  lo  you,  Count  von  Herder.' 

'Thank  you,  my  goot  Dogdyke,  thank 
you,'  the  Count  responded,  preserving  per- 
fectly the  sense  of  social  difference  between 
Dogdyke  and  himself,  and  the  feeling  of 
personal  mastery  on  liis  own  side. 

'  Now  what  do  you  propose  to  do  next  ? 
Make  me  an  offer.' 

'  I  shouldn't  like  to  press  for  anything 
unfair,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  grasping  his  glass 
in  botli  hands,  and  leaning  forward.  '  But  I 
think,  sir,  I  might  venture  to  come  in  for 
something  rather ' 

'  Oh,  yes,'  the  Count  rephed  ;  '  I  suppose 
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you  must.  I  ton't  at  all  like  it,  you  know, 
Dogdyke  ;  but  it  has  to  be  made  tlie  pest  of, 
and  if  you  are  not  too  extortionate  I  am  sure 
the  chentleman  I  represent  will  be  fery 
pleased  to  oplige  you.  Go  on  now — or, 
perhaps  it  would  be  a  little  petter  if  you 
were  to  take  time  to  think.  I  should  fery 
strongly  atvise  you,  in  tlie  interest  of  the 
person  whom  I  may  presume  to  call  my 
glient,  not  to  make  too  larch  a  claim.  But 
suppose  that  I  were  to  atvance  you,  on  his 
pehalf,  a  little  money  now,  and  suppose  that 
you  were  to  make  an  ojSer  to-morrow.  Then, 
perhaps,  we  might  consiter  the  question 
amicably  together,  and  come  to  some  ar- 
ranchement.  Just  confine  your  attention  to 
one  question,!  beg  of  you,  my  tear  Dogdyke.' 

'  What  question,  sir.^  '  Dogdyke  asked. 

'  The  question  of  how  little  you  can  take,' 
the  Count  returned.  '  You  haf  displayed  the 
finest  acumen.  In  the  language  of  the 
classics — the  quotation  is  extremely  common, 
and  I  haf  no  doubt  you  will  recall  it — you  haf 
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touched  with^the  point  of  the  needle — Rem  acu 
tetigisti.  You  teserve  the  greatest  credit  for 
your  frientship  and  tiscretion,  and  all  these 
matters  shall  be  taken  into  consiteration  ;  put 
be  as  chentle  as  you  can,  Dogdyke,  be  as 
chentle  as  you  can.' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  sipping  at  the 
contents  of  the  tall  glass  he  held.  '  I  am  not 
disposed  to  be  too  grasping.  I  should  think 
I  ought  to  make  a  pretty  good  thing  out  of  it, 
though.' 

'  1  ton't  tispute  that  for  a  moment;'  the 
Count  replied,  airily  waving  his  cigar.  '  Don't 
suppose  that  I  tispute  that  at  all,  my  tear 
Dogdyke.  As  you  remarked,  only  a  little 
while  ago,  you  are  an  elterly  man,  and  you 
are  not  in  need  of  a  great  fortune.  Some- 
thing eminently  respectable  can  be  done 
for  you,  and  if  I  may  fenture  to  speak 
for  my  glient,  and  I  think  I  can ' — the 
Count  laughed  at  this,  with  an  aspect  of 
joviality — '  I  may  fenture  to  assure  you 
that  the  thing  will  be  ar ranched  with  little 
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trouble.  If  you  have  any  momentary  need, 
Dogdyke ' 

'  I  haven't  fifty  shiUings  in  the  world,'  said 
Dogdyke. 

'Ah,  veil,  veil!'  cried  the  Count,  « ve 
much  chance  that :  ve  must  chance  that !  I 
ton't  care  at  this  minute,  for  atmirable  reasons 
which  a  man  of  your  pusiness  instincts,  my 
tear  Dogdyke,  will  at  once  recocnise — I  ton't 
care  to  offer  you  a  cheque.  It  will  be  petter, 
I  think,  on  all  accounts,  to  hand  over  reaty 
money.  If  you  will,  for  a  moment,  excuse 
me,  my  goot  frient,  I  will  see  what  I  haf  in 
the  house.' 

He  swaggered  to  the  door,  and  with  his 
hand  on  the  handle  turned  to  Dogdyke,  with 
jovial  sweeping  burlesque  bow,  and  so  with- 
drew. 

The  little  man  seized  the  decanter  which 
the  servant  had  left  upon  the  table,  poured 
a  portion  of  its  contents  into  the  half- 
empty  glass,  and  tossed  off  the  draught. 
Then    he   rubbed    his   hands,    and    beamed. 
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Assuredly  he  had  never  dreamed  that  he 
would  be  able  so  easily  to  overcome  an 
adversary  so  formidable.  Every  lying  word 
the  Count  had  spoken,  every  compliment  he 
had  offered  to  his  astuteness,  was  like  honey 
to  him. 

At  last,  at  last,  by  his  own  wit,  he  had 
found  the  way  to  competence  ;  no  more 
labour,  no  more  dry  drudgery  at  the  desk's 
dead  wood,  no  more  short  commons,  no  more 
shabby  raiment  bought  at  second-hand,  no 
more  stint  in  the  way  of  food  and  drink,  no 
more  seedy  lodgings  and  tempestuous  land- 
ladies, watchfully  urgent  for  payment.  The 
latter  days  of  life  were  smoothed  for  him. 
He  had  a  fortune  in  his  hand,  and  by  that 
curious  flattering  of  the  will  which  assails 
criminals  of  every  class,  the  Count  had  been 
enabled  to  tell  him  that  he  had  made  his 
fortune  honestly  and  honourably.  He  had 
defrauded  nobody,  he  had  plucked  the 
rascally  foreigner  of  a  part  of  his  ill-gotten 
gains,  and  in  his  own  mind  he  shone,  for  the 
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moment,  in  the  brandifiecl  glow  which  inspired 
him,  as  the  chastiser  of  the  wicked. 

Tlie  Count  came  back,  swinging  a  cash- 
box  in  one  hand  and  iincrliiio-  a  bunch  of  keys 
in  the  other.  He  closed  the  door  behind  him 
with  a  burlesque  gesture  of  secrecy,  laying 
his  fingers  on  his  lij)s,  and  smilingly  indicated 
the  possible  presence  of  a  listener  outside. 

'  I  ton't  know  how  much  I  haf  here,  my 
goot  Dogdyke,'  he  said,  '  and  you  must  not 
strip  me  bare.  You  haf  tone  so  fery  well, 
that  I  am  really  proud  to  succumb  to  you.' 
He  laid  the  box  upon  the  table,  unlocked  it 
with  his  flourishing  swagger,  and  threw  it 
open.     '  Let  me  see.' 

He  fluttered  out  a  note  or  two  and  a  little 
handful  of  gold. 

'  I  haf  here,  all  told,  but  seven  and  fifty 
pounts,  my  goot  Dogdyke.  Suppose  we 
halve  that  for  the  moment,  eh  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  that  will  do 
very  nicely.' 

'  It  will  do  charmingly  for  me,'  the  Count 
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exclaimed,  clapping  his  hand  on  Dogdyke's 
shoulder  ;  '  if  it  does  for  you  at  all,  it  will  do 
for  me  telightfully.' 

Dogdyke  took  the  money  counted  out  for 
him,  and  whipped  it  into  his  pocket. 

'  Shall  I  call  to-morrow  ? ' 

'  Think  it  over,  my  tear  Dogdyke. 
Formulate  your  wishes ;  send  them  to  me  in 
writing.     I  will  gif  you  an  appointment.' 

'  I  trust,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  ^  there  will  be 
no  attempt  to  evade  me.' 

'Now,'  the  Count  responded,  'for  a  chen- 
tleman  of  your  acuteness  that  is  rather  a 
foolish  question.  It  is  safe  to  stay  and  divite, 
and  if  I  choose  to  be  greedy  and  to  run  away 
it  would  be — eh  ? — not.' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  that  would  be 
very  unsafe  indeed.' 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII 

'  Tom,  dear,'  said  ^Irs.  Barton,  '  I  ^vant  to  have 
a  long  and  serious  talk  with  you.' 

Tom  had  just  come  in  on  foot  from  his 
business  offices,  and  was  more  than  a  trifle 
hot  and  dusty.  Except  in  the  great  summer 
heats,  he  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  the 
carriage,  and  made  a  point  of  walking  to  and 
from  business. 

'  All  right,  my  darling,'  he  responded  ;  '  I'll 
get  a  bit  of  a  sluice  and  be  down  to  you 
directly.     It's  nothing  very  serious,  I  hope  ?  ' 

'  Well,  it  is  serious,'  his  wife  replied, 
smilingly,  '  but  nothing  to  be  afraid  of.' 

'AU  right,'  said  Tom;  'I'll  be  back 
directly,  and  we'll  go  into  it,  whatever  it  is.' 

He  dashed  upstairs  three  steps  at  a  time, 
for  in  spite  of  advancing  years  he  retained  a 

VOL.  III.  H 
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rare  boyish  impetuosity,  and  liis  wife  sat 
down  and  awaited  his  return.  After  a  lapse 
of  some  four  or  five  minutes,  however,  she 
lost  patience,  and  ascending  to  her  husband's 
room,  she  rapped  at  the  door. 

'  May  I  come  in  ? ' 

'  Half  a  minute,'  Tom  responded,  and 
then,  after  a  second  or  two,  '  Come  in.' 

She  entered. 

'  What  is  it,  old  lady  ?  You  are  looking 
quite  anxious.  Let's  have  it  out  at  once. 
Sit  down,  and  talk  to  me  whilst  I  finish 
dressing.' 

'Well,  Tom,'  said  Mrs.  Barton,  'I  have 
been  talking  to  Mr.  Denton  all  the  afternoon, 
and  I've  got  a  notion,  which  I  think  you 
might  carry  out  for,°"me.  I'll  tell  you  what  it 
is,  and  then  you'll  have  to  see  if  you  can 
afford  to  do  it.' 

'  Money  ?  '  said  Tom,  pausing  with  rather  a 
quizzing  look,  and  glancing  down  at  her  with 
the  comb  stuck  in  the  middle  of  his  great 
beard. 
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'  Yes,'  she  said,  '  it's  money.' 

'  All  right,'  said  Tom  ;  '  yon  have  never 
been  an  unreasonable  woman,  Mary,  and  I 
think  you  may  go  ahead  with  a  hght  heart.' 

'  But,  Tom,  it's  a  great  deal  of  money — it's 
a  very  great  deal  of  money.' 

'  Well,  well,  old  lady,  drive  ahead.  What 
have  you  been  talking  to  Denton  about  ? ' 

'He's  been  telhng  me  all  about  poor 
General  Mallard's  losses,'  sherephed.  'Every- 
thing's gone  to  utter  crash  and  ruin  with  him. 
It  seems  that  the  poor  man  has  always  been  a 
great  speculator,  and,  apart  from  the  stock  he 
was  robbed  of,  he  hasn't  anything  that  isn't  a 
dreadful  loss  and  expense  to  him.  Except  for 
the  old  Abbey,  he's  quite  a  pauper.' 

'  That's  hard  lines,'  Tom  answered.  '  That 
upstart  old  father  of  his  was  reckoned  to  be 
a  wealthy  man.' 

'  The  General's  always  been  a  bad  man  of 
business,  so  Mr.  Denton  tells  me,'  said  his 
wife.  '  He's  made  haste  to  be  rich,  and  fallen 
into  a  snare,  Tom.' 

H  2 
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*  Yes,  my  dear,'  said  Tom,  struggling  into 
his  coat.  '  That's  the  way  with  a  good  many 
of  'em.  But  there's  many  a  sound  big  concern 
that  would  be  knocked  into  matchwood  by 
the  loss  of  such  a  sum  as  one  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  pounds.' 

'  Well,  there's  the  fact,  Tom.  The  General's 
going  to    sell  the  poor  old  Abbey,  and   the 

whole    estate.       You    remember,    dear ' 

She  paused  there,  laying  a  hand   on  one  of 
his,  and  looking  at  him. 

'  Eemember  ?  '  he  asked  her,  doubtfully. 
'  I  seem  to  remember  most  things  that  ever 
happened  in  my  time  in  the  old  place ;  I 
think  of  them  pretty  often.  What  is  it  you 
want  me  to  remember  ?  ' 

'  The  Barton  Farm  is  part  of  the  estate, 
Tom.' 

'  Oh  !  *  he  said,  with  great  solemnity.  '  I 
see.' 

'  I  thought  you  would,  dear,'  said  his  wife. 
/ 1  thought  you'd  understand  at  once.' 

He  took  his  beard  in  his  big  hands,  and 
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looked  at  lier  tliouglitfiiUy  for  a  minute  or 
two.  Then  a  light  began  to  dawn  in  his  eyes, 
and  by-and-by  he  was  smiling  broadly. 

'Yes,'  he  said,  slowly,  '  that'd  set  the 
General  on  his  feet  again,  wouldn't  it  ?  And 
it  wouldn't  make  a  bad  wedding  present  for 
Michael.' 

'  My  dear,'  she  said,  clasping  both  hands 
and  rising,  '  that's  the  very  thing  I  thought 
of,  only — not  for  Michael,  Tom.' 

'  Not  for  Michael  ?  No  ?  '  Tom  answered, 
with  a  puzzled  look.  '  But  who  for,  if  not  for 
Michael  ? ' 

She  put  her  arm  round  his  neck,  and  laid 
her  cheek  against  his  shoulder  after  a  girhsh 
fashion  she  had  never  lost.  '  Why  not  for 
Michael's  wife,  Tom  ?  '  she  half  whispered. 

'  Upon  my  word,  dear,'  Tom  declared, 
'  you're  the  cleverest  woman  in  a  million. 
That's  the  idea,  to  be  sure.  Why  not  for 
Michael's  wife  ? ' 

'  You  can  afford  it,  Tom  ?  '  she  asked. 

'  Well,   ves,'  he    answered,  with   a  short. 
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sturdy  laugh,  '  I  think  I  can  afford  it.  Every- 
thing comes  to  Michael  at  the  finish,  of 
course — that  goes  without  saying.  I  can 
spare  him  that,  and  spare  it  pretty  easily.' 

'  What  do  you  think  it  will  run  to,  Tom  ? 
You  used  to  know  pretty  much  about  the 
value  of  land  in  those  parts,  didn't  you  ? ' 

'  I  can't  say,  offhand,'  her  husband 
answered,  '  but  I'll  go  into  it.  Nobody  ex- 
pects to  be  paid  on  the  nail  for  a  transaction 
like  that.  It  will  take  some  months,  at  the 
quickest,  to  find  the  purchase  money  ;  but  I'll 
see  about  it  at  once.  You're  sure  it  is  to  be 
sold?' 

'Oh,  yes;  Mr.  Denton  told  me  so  quite 
plainly.  The  General  has  wired  to-day  to  put 
it  on  the  market.' 

'  All  right,'  said  Tom.  '  I'll  ask  Denton 
to  recommend  me  to  a  good  man  in  England, 
and  he  shall  have  instructions  by  wire  to- 
morrow.' 

'  No,  Tom,'  she  besought  him  again.  '  I 
want   you   to   humour   me   in  this.     I  don't 
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want  anybody  to  know  about  it  but  our  two 
selves,  until  it's  done.  Xobody  among  our- 
selves, I  mean.  Go  to  your  own  lawyer, 
Tom  ;  he'll  do  everything  for  you.' 

'  You  want  it  to  come  as  a  surprise  ?  '  he 
asked. 

'Yes,' she  said, 'I  want  it  to  come  as  a 
surprise.  And,  you  know,  I  think,  Tom,  that 
if  you  can  offer  the  Abbey  as  tlie  girl's  dowry, 
it  might  break  the  old  gentleman's  pride 
down.' 

Tom  considered  this  idea  for  a  minute, 
then  gave  his  wife  a  hug  and  a  kiss,  and  broke 
out  in  eulogy  : 

'  I  don't  believe  there  ever  was  a  woman 
with  such  a  headpiece.  That's  the  best  idea 
vou  ever  had.' 

'  Ah  ! '  she  answered,  '  but  where's  the 
husband  as  would  do  such  a  thing  for  the 
asking  ? ' 

'Why,  here  he  is,'  cried  Tom,  with  a 
soundincr  blow  on  his  own  broad  chest. 

'  But  where  else  is  he  ?  '  she  insisted. 
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'  I  don't  know,  my  dear,'  said  Tom,  with  a 
certain  dryness.  '  I'll  just  go  and  speak  a 
word  through  the  telephone,'  he  added,  '  and 
get  Miller  to  come  up  and  have  a  talk  about 
it  to-night.     Strike  while  the  iron's  hot.' 

'  You  don't  mean  to  say,'  she  asked,  '  that 
there's  any  danger  of  its  cooling  ?  ' 

'  No,'  said  Tom,  with  his  old-fashioned 
Black-country  drawl  in  full  play,  '  not  much 
danger  o'  that,  I  fancy.  But  it  happens  just 
at  this  minute  I  see  my  way  to  loosenin'  a 
goodish  bit  o'  money.  I  was  half  in  the  mind 
to  do  it  yesterday,  but  I  determined  to  abide 
a  while.  Now  there's  a  reason  for  it,  I'll 
begin  the  thing  to-night.' 

Denton  sat  in  his  own  room,  reading  and 
making  notes,  whilst  this  interview  was  in 
progress.  He  was  engaged  in  securing  matter 
for  a  solid  legal  treatise  which  he  meant  to  be 
the  coping-stone  of  the  literary  side  of  his 
life,  and  he  was  working,  as  he  always  did, 
with  an  intense  eagerness  and  application.  He 
was  so  perfectly  immersed  in  his  own  thoughts 
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that  Hawthorne,  rapping  at  the  door,  had  to 
repeat  his  summons  twice  or  thrice  before  he 
was  heard. 

Eeceiving  permission  at  last  to  enter,  he 
walked  in  with  an  air  of  secrecy  very  unusual 
to  him,  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  drew 
a  seat  near  that  of  his  old  guardian. 

'  Do  I  interrupt  ? '  he  asked. 

'As  a  matter  of  fact,  you  do,'  said 
Denton.  '  But  I  have  done  work  enough  for 
one  day.' 

He  marked  his  place  in  the  volume  he 
had  been  annotating,  pushed  it  away  and 
yawned,  with  outstretched  feet  and  hands,  as 
if  he  would  have  gone  to  pieces. 

'  Xow,'  he  said,  apparently  much  refreshed, 
'  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?  ' 

*  You  remember,'  said  Hawthorne,  '  the 
conversation  you  had  with  my  mother  and 
myself  this  afternoon  just  after  luncheon?  ' 

'  Perfectly,'  said  Denton. 

'  General  Mallard  is  really  ruined  by  the 
losses  he  has  suffered  ?  ' 
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^  Stone  broke,'  said  Denton. 

^  And  compelled  to  sell  the  Abbey  ? ' 

'  And  compelled  to  sell  the  Abbey.' 

'  Then,'  said  Hawthorne,  '  I  want  you  to 
help  me  in  a  matter  of  business.  I  shall  buy 
the  place.  I  suppose  that  land  in  England  is 
not  a  very  good  investment  just  now  ?  ' 

'  Among  the  least  profitable  in  the  world,' 
Denton  answered.  '  Except  in  the  large 
towns,  the  value  of  land  is  sinking  every- 
where.' 

'  I  mean  to  buy,  all  the  same,'  said  Haw- 
thorne, '  and  I  mean  to  give  a  pretty  generous 
price.' 

Denton  nodded  attentively,  but  for  the 
moment  gave  no  answer. 

'  I  want  you  to  advise  me  in  the  matter,' 
Hawthorne  pursued  ;  '  and  I  want  you,  if  you 
will,  to  take  the  whole  transaction  on  your 
shoulders.  I  don't  want  my  name  to  appear 
in  it,  and  I  don't  want  the  buyer's  name  to  be 
known  until  the  transaction  is  completed.' 

'  Very  well,'  returned  the  barrister,  '  that 
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can  be  arranged  simply  enough,  but  the  estate 
will  cost  a  pretty  penny.  You  will  have  to 
make  arrangements  to  raise  the  money.' 

'  Shall  I  leave  all  that  to  you  ? '  asked 
Hawthorne.  '  I  am  sorry  you  have  made  me 
so  poor  a  man  of  business.' 

'  Yes,'  Denton  answered,  readily  enough, 
'I'll  undertake  the  matter.  I  suppose  you 
want  it  seen  to  at  once  ?  ' 

'  As  soon  as  you  can  set  to  work.' 

'  Good,'  returned  Denton  ;  '  I  know  the 
very  man  for  it,  and  I'll  see  him  to-morrow.' 

These  double  plots  brought  about  a  curious 
conjunction  of  circumstances,  for  here  were 
three  people  in  the  same  city  who  might,  at 
any  hour,  have  met  in  the  same  room  and 
practically  concluded  their  business  without 
expense  or  trouble,  all  working  without 
knowledge  of  each  other,  and  communicating 
in  a  roundabout  fashion  through  their  re- 
spective men  of  business  by  means  of  tele- 
graphic messages  which  made  half  the  circuit 
of  the  globe.     In  two  or  three  days  General 
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Mallard  learned  tliat  tliere  were  two  pur- 
chasers in  the  field,  and  was  advised  that  each 
seemed  eager.  His  prospects  seemed  to  brighten 
under  this  intelligence.  The  one  dread  the 
poor  gallant  old  soldier  had  was  lest  he  should 
fail  to  meet  his  engagements,  and  the  prospect 
of  the  immediate  sale  of  the  Abbey  and  the 
estates  round  it  seemed  to  remove  that  fear 
into  the  far  distance.  Of  course.  Mallard's 
English  man  of  business  made  the  best  of  the 
rivalry,  and  played  the  two  purchasers  off 
one  against  the  other.  He  did  this  to  such 
good  effect  indeed  that,  taking  into  con- 
sideration the  state  of  the  land  market  at  that 
time,  he  succeeded  in  recouping  the  General 
for  at  least  one-half  of  his  losses  by  the 
gigantic  fraud  from  which  he  had  suffered. 

Of  course,  one  of  the  secret  disputants 
was  bound  to  win  in  the  end,  and  since  each 
was  determined,  at  any  cost  not  altogether 
beyond  reason,  to  secure  the  property,  the 
duel  might  have  been  indefinitely  protracted 
but  for  an  accident. 
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Tom  Barton  was  resolved  to  lia^'e  the  old 
house  as  a  dower  for  his  future  daughter-in- 
law,  and  at  the  same  time  as  the  most  powerful 
bribe  he  could  think  of  for  the  General. 

Michael  was  determined  to  secure  for 
Clara  the  house  in  which  she  had  been  born 
and  bred,  and  the  lands  which  she  had  been 
taught  from  infancy  would  one  day  be  her 
own.  Each  was  equally  eager  and  determined, 
and  each  was  a  little  annoyed  by  the  perti- 
nacity of  the  unknown  contestant  on  the 
other  side.  The  keen  man  of  business  in 
London  felt  the  pulse  of  each  through  the 
agents  who  worked  for  them  in  London  along 
the  wire,  and,  as  has  been  said  already,  he 
succeeded  in  securing  a  price  at  least  12 
per  cent,  better  than  the  actual  monetary 
value  of  the  land  would  have  justified  him  in 
asking.  It  would  have  gone  higher  yet,  and 
probably  a  good  deal  higher,  but  for  the  fact 
that  Denton  acted  for  Hawthorne  whilst  Tom 
Barton  acted  for  himself  Tom  was  his  own 
principal,  and    a   great   deal  more  energetic 
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and  impetuous  tlian  Denton,  so  that  it  hap- 
pened that  Michael,  having  gone  away  up 
country  to  a  distant  station  beyond  the  reach 
of  the  telegraph  wire,  and  having  been  absent 
for  a  day  or  two  beyond  his  appointed  time, 
his  adviser  awaited  him,  and  when  he  returned 
the  battle  was  over. 

'  They  wanted  another  twenty  thousand,' 
the  old  barrister  explained,  when  Hawthorne 
came  back  again,  '  and  since  I  did  not  feel 
justified  in  making  so  large  an  advance  with- 
out your  consent,  I  wired  :  "  Principal  absent, 
cable  in  week."  Now,  it  seems,  they  have 
closed  with  the  other  purchaser,  and  the 
thing's  over.' 

Hawthorne  was  bitterly  distressed,  for  he 
had  set  his  heart  on  the  gift.  But  Tom,  who 
knew  no  reason  for  his  son's  chagrin,  was 
secretly  elated,  and  talked  the  matter  over 
with  his  wife  with  some  glee  and  satisfac- 
tion. 

'  I  suppose,'  he  said,  '  some  cotton-spinning 
fellow  wanted  it,  or    some  chap  who  would 
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make  money  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  as  the  first 
of  the  Mallards  did.  They  say,  my  dear,  that 
it  takes  three  generations  to  make  a  gentleman. 
I  should  Hke  to  remind  the  old  General  of 
that.  His  three  generations  are  only  reached 
in  his  daughter,  and,  for  all  so  proud  as  he  is 
of  his  family,  Mchael's  only  one  generation 
behind  him.  They'll  be  settled  as  county 
gentry,  my  dear,  when  you  and  me  are  dead 
and  gone.' 

'  I  don't  mind  about  their  being  county 
gentry,  Tom,'  his  wife  answered,  '  so  long  as 
they're  good  and  happy.' 

'  Well,  I  do,'  Tom  answered,  solidly.  '  I 
want  them  to  be  good  and  happy  just  as 
much  as  you  do,  but  I  believe  in  the  county 
gentry,  and  I  always  have.  It  makes  me  proud 
and  happy,  after  all  I've  gone  through,  to 
think  that  my  lad's  on  a  level  with  Sir  Ferdi- 
nand. If  he  likes  to  go  into  Parliament,  my 
dear — I've  talked  all  this  over  with  Denton 
many  a  time — he  might  be  "  my  lord  "  before 
he  dies,  and   I  like   to  think  of  it.     Every 
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family  has  got  to  have  a  beginmng,  and  in  a 
hundred  years'  time  there  will  be  a  Lord 
Hawthorne  in  the  middle  of  old  England. 
He'll  hold  up  his  head  with  the  best  of  em. 
They'll  give  him  a  crest  and  a  motto,'  cried 
Tom,  laughing  at  the  fancy,  '  and  forerunners 
going  back  as  far  as  William  the  Conqueror. 
They  won't  carry  the  arms  of  Van  Diemen's 
Land,  you  bet,  and  they  won't  know  as  the 
founder  of  the  race  ever  set  foot  there.  Old 
Denton's  buried  that,  my  dear,  and  I  did  well 
to  take  his  advice  about  it.' 

'  But,  Tom,'  cried  his  wife,  '  you  speak  as 
if  the  marriage  was  settled  already.' 

'  So  it  is,'  Tom  declared.  '  I'm  going  to 
have  a  talk  with  Mallard.  The  girl's  willing, 
and  so  is  Michael.  I  never  was  for  letting 
the  old  folks  spoil  the  young  folks'  chances  of 
being  happy.  I'm  not  that  way  now.  I  shall 
give  the  Greneral  a  piece  of  my  mind.  "  Look 
here.  General,  here's  your  ancestral  liall  back 
again,  a  wedding  gift  to  your  daughter. 
She'll   take   it  and   be  glad   to  get   it.     Not 
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because  of  itself,  but  because  it's  brought  to 
her  by  the  man  she  loves,  and  they're  going 
to  live  in  it  together.  The  lad's  as  houest  as 
the  day,  as  good  a  lad  as  ever  lived,  and  as 
handsome  a  lad  into  the  bargain."  I  won't 
tell  the  General  as  his  own  father  wheeled  a 
fish-barrow.  He  did,  though.  And  I  won't 
tell  him  mine  was  respectable  and  well-to-do 
at  the  same  time ;  but  I  will  tell  him  this : 
You  talk  about  sacrifices.  Very  well,  then 
I'll  talk  about  sacrifices.  We've  found  our 
lad  agaiu,  his  poor  old  mother  and  me. 
We've  got  him  back  to  our  hearts,  and  he 
knows  us.' 

His  voice  began  to  shake  a  Httle,  but  he 
went  on  sturdily  : — 

'  We've  got  him  back.  He  knows  us.  It's 
the  longing  of  his  heart  and  ours  that  we 
should  be  together.  He's  willing  to  take 
back  the  name  that  his  father  never  brought 
disgrace  on,  and  lift  it  back  into  honest  fame 
again,  and  we  say :  No  ;  go  your  way,  live 
and  be  happy  in  your  own  fashion.     Your  old 

VOL.  III.  I 
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mother  and  your  old  dad  don't  cast  you  off, 
but  they  send  you  away  to  the  other  side  of 
the  world,  and  say  good-bye  to  you  for  good 
and  all — for  your  own  sake,  lad,  and  the  sake 
of  the  girl  you  are  going  to  marry.' 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX 

If  Dogdvke,  earlier  in  the  day,  had  glowed 
with  exultation  in  his  belief  that  he  saw  his 
fortune  clear  before  him,  he  experienced  an 
almost  delirious  triumph  when  he  left  the 
Count's  house  that  afternoon.  He  had  more 
immediate  money  in  his  pockets  than  he 
had  owned  for  many  months  past.  He  had 
had  no  such  sum  in  his  possession  since  he 
had  last  beguiled  ]^Irs.  Barton  into  the  belief 
that  he  had  lighted  upon  a  business  enterprise 
which,  at  an  original  outlay  of  fifty  pounds, 
would  lead  him  to  fortune  for  the  remainder 
of  his  days  ;  and  as  he  walked  he  fingered  the 
coin  in  one  pocket  and  the  notes  in  another, 
with  the  reviving  sense  of  triumph  and 
dehght.  This  was  not  all.  He  had  not  only 
money  to    start   with    in  hand,  but  he    had 

i2 
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frightened  the  Count  von  Herder.  He  had 
conquered  that  apparently  impregnable  for- 
tress. He  had  scaled  its  heights,  nobody  but 
himself  could  tell  with  what  a  fluttering  and 
despairing  heart ;  and  to  his  own  profound 
astonishment  he  had  found  the  flag  struck 
before  him,  and  he  stood  there  an  admitted 
conqueror. 

But  poor  Dogdyke  of  late  years  had  been 
taught  by  many  circumstances  and  many 
people  to  think  poorly  of  himself.  He  had 
been  bullied  and  browbeaten  and  derided  and 
made  light  of  in  a  thousand  places,  and  now, 
by  an  unbelievable  stroke  of  good  fortune, 
he  had  been  able  to  attain  an  ascendency 
over  tlie  one  man  he  had  thought  uncon- 
querable. It  was  delightful.  It  was  a  tonic 
to  his  soul,  and  a  balm  for  every  wound  his 
self-respect  had  received  these  many  painful 
and  degraded  years.  His  ordinary  mean 
shufile  had  to  his  own  apprehension  changed 
for  something  like  a  triumphal  march.  He 
tried  to  square  his  shoulders  and  lift  his  head, 
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but  a  street  boy  laughed  at  the  quaint 
comedy  of  his  strut,  and  he  drew  himself 
back  into  his  shell  ao^ain.  The  villainous  side 
of  the  transaction  in  which  he  had  so  recently 
and  so  successfully  engaged  never  appealed 
to  him  even  for  a  moment.  Providence  had 
been  good  to  him,  that  was  all. 

That  he  himself  was  acting  criminally 
never  occurred  to  him.  He  was  taking  just 
and  lecritimate  advantacfe  of  a  little  bit  of 
information  providentially  thrown  in  his  way, 
and  partly  by  accident,  partly  by  his  own 
astuteness,  and  partly  by  his  own  courage,  he 
was  going  as  a  result  to  be  rich  for  the 
remainder  of  his  days.  He  saw  champagne 
before  him  in  dozens  of  magnums,  cigars  of 
the  best  brand.  He  even  beheld  in  fancy  his 
own  mean  figure  clothed  gloriously  like  the 
Count's  own,  and  personal  pride,  long  dead 
within  him,  woke  again.  His  mind  revelled  in 
the  contemplation  of  a  thousand  vanities,  and 
for  an  hour  or  two  he  was  as  happy  as  he 
knew  how  to  be. 
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On  his  side  the  Count  von  Herder  was  less 
excellently  content,  but  he  was  by  no  means 
so  downcast  as  Dogdyke  in  his  own  delighted 
mind  supposed.  The  Count  had  crossed  steel 
with  many  opponents  in  his  day.  Some  of 
them  had  forced  him  to  respect  them,  one  or 
two  had  fairly  beaten  him  by  mere  force  of 
circumstances,  others  he  had  despised.  But 
he  had  never  had  so  pure  and  complete  a 
despite  for  any  adversary  as  he  had  for 
Dogdyke. 

'  He  supposes,'  said  the  Count  to  himself, 
with  an  admirable  complacency,  as  he  chose 
and  lit  a  new  cigar,  '  the  poor  thing  supposes 
that  he  is  a  match  for  me.  Ye  shall  see.  I 
am  really  afrait  that  in  one  way  or  another  I 
shall  have  to  be  tangerous  to  the  poor 
Dogdyke.  That  would  be  something  of  a 
pity  ;  but  if  it  must  be,  it  must  be.' 

He  laughed  to  think  of  the  simplicity  of 
the  man  who  could  suppose  him  conquered  in 
a  single  turn  of  the  hand,  and  could  imagine 
that,  because   he  had  drawn  from   him  one 
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little  instalment  of  money,  lie  had  secured 
hold  enough  to  possess  himself  of  a  con- 
siderable fortune. 

'  You  will  nefer  get  your  thirty  thousand 
pounts,  Dogdyke,  nefer ! '  he  said  to  himself, 
as  he  lay  on  his  couch  and  watched  the  light 
fumes  from  his  cigar.  '  I  can  afouch  that  for 
you.  You  will  nefer  get  your  thirty  thousand 
pounts  ! ' 

He  lay  tranquilly  smoking  until  he  had 
finished  his  cigar,  and  then,  glancing  at  a 
little  clock  on  the  mantelpiece,  rose  with  a 
sudden  look  of  resolution,  walked  briskly 
from  the  room  to  his  own  bedchamber,  and 
there  rang  for  his  valet. 

With  his  assistance  he  attired  himself  with 
an  even  unusual  care,  and  then,  having 
ordered  out  the  superb  victoria  he  had 
recently  purchased,  was  driven  to  the  house 
of  Mrs.  Vincent.  That  excellent  woman  was 
at  home,  and  alone.  There  was  a  reception 
that  afternoon  at  Government  House,  and  to 
a  gubernatorial  reception  goeth  all  the  world, 
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and  sometimes  the  pedigreed  of  Potts  Point 
are  known  to  be  bitter  about  tlie  mixed 
nature  of  the  gatherings,  at  which  it  is  possible 
that  even  one's  tailor  may  intrude  himself 
between  the  wind  and  one's  nobility.  The 
very  Governor  recognises  the  truly  demo- 
cratic character  of  the  colonies,  and  makes 
amends  to  the  injured  in  a  hundred  little 
ways.  The  Count  von  Herder  had  left  his 
card  at  Government  House,  and  had  secured 
a  card  of  invitation.  He  had  therefore 
begged  permission  to  escort  Mrs.  Vincent,  and 
that  good,  simple  person,  not  altogether  un- 
flattered  by  the  attention,  had  accepted  that 
arrangement.  It  was  distinctly  known  that 
Von  Herder  was  not  a  bogus  nobleman,  like 
some  who  might,  with  no  advantage  to  any- 
body, be  called  to  memory,  and  it  was 
pleasant  to  her  to  associate  on  familiar  terms 
with  titled  people. 

'  Tear  matam,'  said  Von  lierder,  on  being 
introduced  to  the  dining-room,  '  I  am  afrait 
that  I  have  called  at  an  inopportune  moment. 
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But  I  did  not  know  that  you  would  lunch  so 
late  to-day.  The  reception  is  announced  for 
two  o'clock.' 

'  For  two  o'clock !  '  cried  the  lady. 
'  Eubbish  I ' 

'  Inteet ! '  said  the  Count,  smilingly  up- 
holdinor  his  contention. 

'  Look  again,'  returned  Mrs.  Vincent, 
'  you'll  find  you're  wrong.  Three  o'clock, 
and  quite  early  enough,  too.  I  shan't  dream 
of  going  near  for  a  good  two  hours.' 

'You  are  cruel,  matam,'  urged  Yon 
Herder,  '  to  deprive  the  kathering  of  your 
presence  for  so  long  a  time.' 

'  Oh,  you  foreigners ! '  said  Mrs.  Yincent, 
lifting  her  fat  hand  and  breaking  into  laughter. 
'  You're  all  alike.' 

'  Are  ve  so  ?  '  the  Count  demanded. 

'  ^Yell,  I  don't  know  about  all,'  the  lady 
replied,  •  but  all  I've  ever  come  across  have 
developed  flatterers.  There  was  one  used  to 
visit  next  door  to  where  I  lived,  and  used  to 
go  on  horrid  with  the  girls,  talkin'  the  wildest 
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kind  o'  nonsense  to  'em.  He  was  a  Portugee 
and  lived  at  Camberwell.  French  polish  was 
his  line.'  Count  von  Herder  supposed  this  to 
relate  to  the  forms  of  politeness  adopted  by 
the  Camberwell  Portuguese.  '  Finally,'  pur- 
sued Mrs.  Vincent,  '  he  stabbed  an  organ  man 
in  Hatton  Garden,  and  there  was  an  end  of 
his  fine  speeches.  That's  what  all  his 
flatteries  ended  in.' 

'  Ah  !  Mrs.  Vincent,'  cried  the  Count, 
closing  the  palms  of  his  hands  together  and 
smiling  tenderly  over  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
'  it  is  not  the  flatterer  who  is  in  tanger  of 
stapping  anypody  in  this  case.  Ve  are  all  in 
tanger  of  being  stapped  by  those  pright  eyes.' 

'  Oh-h-h  !  '  cried  Mrs.  Vincent,  'go  along, 
do  !  Oh  !  if  ever  I  heard  ! '  But  she  laughed 
and  blushed  and  bridled  a  little,  and  perhaps 
was  neither  so  much  shocked  nor  so  surprised 
as  she  made  pretence  of  being.  Is  a  harmless, 
simple  vanity  to  die  out  (at  something  under 
forty)  in  the  female  breast?  Or  the  male, 
either  ?     All  good  things  forefend  !     '  Have  a 
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glass  of  wine,  Count,'  pursued  the  hospitable 
lady,  when  she  had  paid  the  proper  tribute  to 
her  visitor's  compliment.  'Do.  There's  a 
pint  of  Heidsieck  not  ^yq  minutes  opened, 
and  only  half  a  glass  poured  out.  Now,  don't 
say  no.  You  might  just  as  well  as  let  it  be 
wasted  amongst  the  servants,  and  they  get 
more  than  their  share  a'ready,  I  can  tell  you. 
I  never  have  more  than  a  sip  o'  champagne  at 
lunch-time,  because  I  always  like  a  drop  o* 
good  port  with  the  crumb  of  cheese  at  the 
finish,  and  too  much  wine  at  midday  ain't 
good  for  a  person  of  a  full  habit  o'  body.' 

'I  will  take  a  class  of  wine,'  said  the 
Count,  '  with  the  fery  greatest  pleasure,  and  I 
will  drink  it  to  the  health  and  brosberity  of 
my  peautiful  hostess.' 

'Now,  Count,'  said  the  lady,  'if  you  go  on 
like  that  I  shall  run  away.' 

'  No,'  said  the  Count,  '  you  will  not  be  so 
gruel  to  the  least  deserving  of  your  atmirers.' 

'  My  word  ! '  said  ]\Irs.  Vincent.  '  I  do 
declare  you're  worse  than  ever.    I  don't  want 
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to  be  rude,  but  I  don't  know  what  on  earth 
made  you  come  so  early.  I  shall  have  to  go 
away  and  get  ready  a'most  d'rec'ly,  and  I 
don't  know  what  you'll  do  with  yourself.' 

'  Matam,'  the  Count  responded,  thinking 
that  this  time  he  saw  an  actual  challenge  to 
a  compliment.  '  I  shall  have  neet  of  all  my 
strength  of  mind  to  enture  your  absence.' 

'  Oh,  bother  ! '  said  the  widow,  laughing, 
with  a  simulated  pettishness  which  was, 
perhaps,  a  shade  too  girlish  even  for  a  lady 
who  was  something  under  forty.  '  Don't  go 
on  like  that,  Count,  or  I  shall  re'ly  be  obliged 
to  ring.' 

'  Matam,'  said  the  Count,  '  I  am  your 
humple  servant,  and  opey  your  lightest  wort. 
But  you  cannot  rop  me  of  my  eyes,  nor  of  my 
heart,  nor  of  my  thoughts.' 

'  You  can  smoke  if  you  like  to  go  into  the 
lib'ary,'  Mrs.  Vincent  answered,  when  she 
had  despatched  the  final  crumb  of  cheese, 
and  emptied  lier  glass  with  a  rehsh  which 
seemed  to  lose  nothing  from  the  presence  of 
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the  complimentary  foreigner.  '  I  am  going 
upstairs  for  a  good  hour  and  a  half.  Or,  if 
you  like,  you  can  smoke  in  the  garden.' 

'I  am  forbidden  to  sbeak  my  thoughts,' 
said  Yon  Herder ;   '  but   if  you    could   read 

here '     He  laid   his  gloved  hand   on  his 

padded  breast  and  bowed,  creasing  his  fat 
cheeks  into  a  most  killing  smile. 

'  Ah ! '  cried  the  buxom  widow,  bouncing 
to  her  feet  and  spreading  out  her  florid  per- 
sonal decorations  with  the  palms  of  both  fat 
hands.  '  I  suppose  there's  quite  the  usual 
amount  of  nonsense  there.' 

She  was  shrewd  enough  in  her  way,  and 
she  meant  this  when  she  said  it,  and  yet  the 
ocflino^  attitudinisincrs  of  the'Count  had  a  certain 
weight  and  volume  with  her,  too.  He  was  cer- 
tainly a  fine  figure  of  a  man,  the  Count,  and 
he  was  undeniably  a  man  of  more  polish  and 
address,  or  at  least  more  daring  in  compHment, 
than  most  of  the  Potts  Point  gentlemen.  The 
foreigner's  compliments  might  not  be  abso- 
lutely sincere,  but  at   all   events  they  were 
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pleasant  to  listen  to,  and  when  all  was  said 
there  was  no  harm  in  a  little  bit  of  civiUty. 
And  then  Mrs.  Vincent  had  come  of  a  class 
which  does  not  mince  either  its  commen- 
dations or  their  opposites. 

'  I  tare  not  as  yet  tell  you,'  the  Count 
replied,  '  how  much  of  sincerity  I  speak  with. 
One  of  these  tays  I  may  fenture.' 

The  widow's  heart  turned  gently  over  at 
this  speech  with  an  ineifable,  fluttered  com- 
placency of  sensation.  She  had  not  known 
this  fat,  smiling,  complimentary  foreigner 
long,  and  he  made  an  impression  upon  her — 
a  distinct  impression. 

'  Are  you  goin'  to  wait,'  she  asked,  '  or 
shall  you  call  again  ?  ' 

'  Can  you  ask  me? '  the  Count  demanded. 
<  I  shall  stay,  if  I  may  haf  that  happiness.' 

'Very  well,'  said  the  widow,  and  sailed 
towards  the  door. 

The  Count  opened  it  for  her,  and  bowed 
low  as  she  passed,  with  his  smiling  face 
turned  up  towards  her.     In  that  rather  over- 
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strained  attitude,  with  stooping  shoulders  and 
upturned  head,  his  collar  choked  him  a  little, 
so  that  his  face  became  inflamed,  and  the 
whites  of  his  eyes  were  suffused  witli  red. 
This  made  the  flatterincf,  affectionate  osrle 
somewhat  grim  to  look  at ;  but  the  widow 
was  not  in  the  mood  to  notice  a  trifle  of 
this  sort,  and  skimmed  by  him  in  a  tender 
fear. 

'  The  most  tevoted  of  your  servants,  tear 
matam,'  he  murmured,  as  she  went  by.  He 
straightened  himself  as  he  closed  the  door 
behind  her  and  rubbed  his  hands  together, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  well  pleased  with  him- 
self Then  he  moved  to  the  table,  poured  out 
and  drank  a  glass  of  champagne,  and  next 
examined  himself  critically  in  the  mirror  over 
the  chimney-piece.  He  was  lavender  colour 
again  all  over,  and  felt  himself  attired  to 
a  nicety.  He  postured  for  a  moment  or 
two,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  mount  a 
chair  to  assure  himself,  by  the  aid  of  a  look- 
ing-glass, that  his  trousers  were  immaculate  in 
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fit;  but,  hearing  a  step  in  the  corridor,  he 
skipped  nimbly  down  in  time  to  avoid  the 
observation  of  a  decorous  man-servant,  who 
came  to  guide  him  to  the  hbrary,  if  he  should 
choose  to  wait  there. 

He  chose  to  wait  there,  and  the  servant 
brought  him  an  excellent  cigar  and  a  cup  of 
fragrant  coffee.  The  dead  Vincent's  old 
friends  still  occasionally  made  calls  at  the 
house  which  had  once  been  his,  and  the 
widow  kept  up  all  the  ancient  traditions  of 
hospitality.  There  was  no  better  tobacco  to 
be  had  in  Sydney,  and  the  Count,  as  he  dis- 
posed himself  carefully  in  such  wise  as  in  no 
way  to  ruffle  his  raiment,  and  pulled  at  his 
cigar,  felt  that  he  had  lighted  upon  pleasant 
places.  He  was  not  the  man  to  enter  upon  a 
matrimonial  speculation  without  having  made 
some  inquiries  of  a  business  nature. 

The  good  Vincent's  will  was  accessible, 
and  he  had  consulted  it,  so  that  he  knew 
exactly  what  weight  of  fortune  the  widow 
carried.     He  thought,   and   perhaps  rightly. 
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that  the  matrimonial  vessel,  when  anchored 
to  fifteen  thousand  pounds  per  annum,  was 
less  likely  to  slip  its  cable  and  drive  to  ports 
unknown,  than  it  might  be  if  fastened  only  to 
the  shifting  sands  of  mere  affection.  He  had 
not  come  two  hours  before  his  time  for 
nothing,  and  he  was  not  in  the  least  prepared 
to  allow  any  interloper  to  walk  in  between 
himself  and  the  widow.  He  was  there  to 
forestall  any  attempt  of  that  kind. 

His  own  thoughts  occupied  him  not  un- 
pleasantly until  the  announcement  reached 
him  that  the  lady  of  the  house  was  ready, 
and  he  was  ushered  into  the  drawing-room, 
where  he  found  her  in  company  with  two 
other  ladies,  both  of  whom  were  splendidly 
overdressed,  though  neither  of  them  was  com- 
parable to  the  hostess.  The  Count  was  in- 
troduced to  each  of  them,  and  was  smilingly 
received.  Then  the  carriage  was  announced, 
and  they  were  all  driven  away  to  Government 
House. 

The  Count  looked  meaningly  at  the  widow 
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as  if  to  indicate  that  his  gloved  hand,  which 
lay  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  heart,  was 
there  to  signify  a  certain  tumult  in  that 
organ.  Mrs.  Vincent  smiled  at  her  own  silk- 
clad  knees.  Her  too-rosy  features  grew 
rosier  yet,  and  she  bridled  with  pleasure. 
The  Count  was  eminently  conversational,  and 
made  himself  extremely  agreeable  to  the 
ladies  in  general,  but  he  reserved  all  intimacies 
of  glance  and  tone  for  the  late  Mr.  Vincent's 
widow,  and  the  late  Mr.  Vincent's  fifteen 
thousand  pounds  per  annum.  Even  in  the 
throng  itself  the  Count  contrived  to  continue 
his  attentions,  and  he  found  his  advances  so 
flatteringly  received  that  he  ventured  to  make 
them  more  and  more  marked  in  character. 
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CHAPTEE   XL 

'  Michael,  my  lad,'  said  Tom  Barton,  '  how 
mucli  longer  do  you  mean  to  stay  shilly- 
shallying ?  You've  had  such  a  chance  as  a 
young  fellow  witli  a  father-in-law  agin  him 
doesn't  often  get.  Don't  you  think  it's  about 
time  you  moved  ?  ' 

'What  chance  had  I,  sir?'  Hawthorne 
asked  him. 

'  Chance  ! '  cried  Tom  ;  '  chance  enoucjh. 
There  was  the  old  chap  without  a  farthing, 
or  pretty  near  it.  You've  money  enough,  to 
be  certain,  and  you've  set  your  heart  on  the 
young  lady.  Why  didn't  you  buy  in  the 
estate  when  it  was  in  the  market,  and  make  a 
present  of  it  to  the  old  gentleman  ?  That 
would  have  softened  his  heart,  1  bet.' 

Hawthorne  looked  curiously  at  his  father 
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and  hesitated.  '  Well,'  he  said,  '  it's  rather 
odd,  that,  to  me.     I  tried  to  do  it.' 

'  You — tried  to  do  it  ?  '  cried  Barton. 

'  Yes,'  returned  Hawthorne.  '  Denton 
undertook  the  business,  but  you  remember 
that  I  went  away  up  country  just  at  that 
time.  In  my  absence  Denton  didn't  care  to 
act,  and  the  thing  slipped  out  of  his  fin- 
gers.' 

'  Denton  ?  '  cried  Tom.  '  Denton  let  the 
thing  slip  out  of  his  fingers  ? '  He  slapped  both 
his  knees  and  laughed  long  and  loud.  Haw- 
thorne naturally  saw  no  particular  reason  for 
mirth,  but  the  passion  of  Tom's  merriment 
was  not  easily  appeased.  He  broke  out  into 
peal  after  peal,  rising  and  stamping  about  the 
room,  and  sitting  down  to  recover  from  the 
exhaustion  of  laughter.  There  were  tears  in 
his  eyes  when  at  last  he  calmed  down  again. 
'  Denton  ! '  he  repeated  half  a  dozen  times — 
*  Denton  let  it  slip  through  his  fingers,  did 
he?' 

'You    seem    amused,'    said    Hawthorne, 
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rather  ruefiill3\  '  For  my  own  part  I  was 
very  miicli  disappointed.' 

'  Never  mind,  lad,  never  mind,'  cried  Tom, 
slapping  him  on  the  shoulder ;  '  don't  be 
down-hearted.  You  don't  happen  to  know 
who  it  was  as  bought  the  property  against 
you  ?  ' 

'  No,  sir,'  said  Hawthorne,  *  I  never 
heard.' 

Tom  went  into  a  new  shriek  of  laughter, 
and  came  out  of  it  with  the  old  ex- 
clamation : — 

'Denton! — fancy  his  letting  it  slip  through 
his  fingers !  Fancy  Denton  being  beaten ! 
I  shall  have  a  laugh  at  Denton  all  my  days.' 

To  his  own  thinking,  he  had  never  met 
with  so  rich  a  jest  in  all  his  life.  That  he 
and  his  son  had  been  playing  at  cross 
purposes  in  this  matter  was  sufficiently 
ludicrous  in  itself;  but  that  he,  in  opposition 
to  Denton,  should  have  gained  his  point,  was 
altocrether  delightful  to  him.  It  was  a 
keener  and  more  exquisite  pleasure  by  far  to 
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know  that  he  had  done  the  very  thing  for 
which  his  boy  himself  was  ]3repared  to  make 
a  sacrifice. 

'  Wait  here  a  minute,  my  lad,'  he  cried ; 
'  I'll  be  back  directly,  and  then  I  shall  have 
something  to  say  to  you.'  He  slapped  Haw- 
thorne once  more  boisterously  upon  the 
shoulder  and  turned  to  go ;  in  the  same 
instant  he  faced  round  again,  taking  his  son 
by  both  shoulders,  and  shook  him  in  a  strong, 
passionate  grasp.  '  God  bless  thee,  lad  ! '  he 
said,  with  a  sudden  huskiness  in  his  voice, 
and  so  walked  swiftly  from  the  room.  A 
minute  later  he  had  found  Mary,  who  sat 
tranquilly  sewing  in  her  own  room. 

'  My  dear,'  he  said,  with  an  air  of  ex- 
aggerated secrecy,  his  big  voice  subdued 
to  a  rumbling  murmur,  '  you've  hit  the  nail 
on  the  head.  I  told  you  at  the  time  it  was 
the  cleverest  thing  you  ever  thought  about.' 

'  What  do  you  mean,  Tom  P  ' 

He  was  so  particularly  emphatic,  and  at 
the  same  time  his  manner  was  so  mysterious, 


TIME'S  REVENGES  135 

that  she  knew  not  what  to  make  of  him.  His 
solemnity  and  mystery  broke  at  once  into 
renewed  laughter. 

'  We've  beaten  old  Denton — think  of  that, 
my  darling ! '  Then,  with  nods  and  ^vinks 
and  confidential  nudges  beyond  counting,  he 
told  his  story.  '  There  was  ^lichael  wanting 
to  buy  the  estate,  my  darling,  and  make  a 
present  of  it  to  the  old  General.  There  was 
him  keeping  it  a  secret  from  his  old  father 
and  mother,  and  them  two  doing  the  same 
thing,  don't  you  see,  and  keeping  it  a  secret 
from  him.  Why,  it's  better  fun  than  a 
Christmas  pantomime,  and  I've  beaten  Denton. 
The  old  gentleman  will  never  get  over  it  so 
long  as  he  lives.  I  shall  have  a  joke  against 
him  to  his  dying  day.' 

'  Have  you  told  ^Michael  ? '  asked  his  wife. 

'  No,'  he  cried,  beaming,  with  a  long- 
drawn  note  of  repudiation  on  the  tone. 
'He'll  find  out  by-and-bye.  I  have  got  my 
plan.' 

'  What  is  it  ?  '  she  asked. 
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*I  am  going  to  march  right  off  to  the 
General  at  this  hour,'  he  answered.  'I'm 
going  to  take  Michael  with  me.  I'm  going 
to  have  it  out  without  any  loss  of  time,  and  I 
think  I  know  which  way  it  will  go.  There's 
that  rascal  of  a  Yon  Herder  quieted.  There's 
Dogdyke  provided  for.  The  thing's  all  in  the 
family.  I  don't  think  with  such  a  bribe  as 
I've  got  to  offer  him  that  the  old  gentleman 
is  going  to  give  us  a  very  great  deal  of 
trouble.  He  is  almost  certain  to  be  at  home 
at  this  time  of  day  ;  and  anyhow,  Michael 
and  me  will  go  up  together  and  see  if  we 
can't  get  a  look  at  him.' 

Mary  bade  him  '  God  speed,'  and  stayed 
behind,  with  such  thoughts  and  hopes  as  only 
mothers  have.  Half  her  heart  seemed  bound 
up  in  the  boy's  love  affairs,  and  she  waited 
anxiously  to  learn  the  result  of  the  expedition. 

Tom,  burly  and  handsome  in  his  dress  of 
ceremony,  broke  in  on  Hawthorne  ten  minutes 
later,  and  bade  him  get  ready  for  a  stroll. 
The  young  man  had  grown  so  far  accustomed 
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to  his  father's  ways  as  to  be  sure  that  the 
white  waistcoat  and  frock-coat,  the  silk  hat 
and  gloves,  were  only  donned  at  moments  of 
extreme  social  importance,  and  wondered  a 
little  what  was  in  the  wind.  He  was  soon 
attired  for  out-of-doors  himself,  and  joined 
Tom,  asking  nothing  so  far.  The  elder  man 
carried  in  his  hand  a  letter,  which  he  waved 
from  moment  to  moment  with  a  certain 
emphasis,  striking  it  at  times  smartly  on  the 
palm  of  the  other  hand,  and  he  bore  himself 
altogether  with  so  pronounced  an  air  of 
triumph  and  resolve,  that  Michael  marvelled 
at  him  more  and  more. 

As  Barton  led  him  nearer  to  the  General's 
house,  be  began  to  define  in  part  the  meaning 
of  the  expedition  ;  but  it  was  not  until  his 
father  laid  a  hand  upon  the  swing  gate  that 
he  was  actually  certain  of  their  destination. 

'  You  intend  to  call  upon  General  Mallard?' 
he  asked. 

'  Ain't  it  pretty  evident,  my  boy  ?  '  said 
Barton,  genially.     There  was  a  tenderness  in 
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voice  and  face,  and  with  it  mixed  a  certain 
exultation. 

'  My  lad,'  he  added,  '  there's  nothing  cer- 
tain in  this  world,  but  I  think  I'm  going  to 
put  things  straight  for  you.  At  any  rate, 
you're  going  to  see  that  the  old  man  hasn't 
been  unmindful  of  your  interests.' 

'  That,'  Hawthorne  answered,  '  I  am  sure 
of  always.' 

'Come  inside,'  said  Tom.  'Let's  beard 
the  lion — let's  have  it  over.  I  think  I've  got 
a  little  trifle  for  him  here.' 

Their  names  were  sent  in  to  General 
Mallard,  and  for  a  while  they  were  left 
waiting. 

'  How  long  is  it,'  Tom  asked  in  a  whisper, 
'  since  you  saw  the  young  lady  ?  ' 

'  I  saw  her  yesterday,'  Michael  answered. 

'  You  have  been  meeting  pretty  often, 
eh?' 

'  Constantly.' 

'  And  you  have  written  to  one  another,  of 
course  ?  ' 
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'Almost   day   by  day,'   tlie   young    man 
answered,  with  a  transient  blush. 

'  And  she  sticks  to  you  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  yes.' 

'  And  you  to  her  ?  ' 

'  As  long,'  said  Hawthorne,  '  as  there's  a 
breath  in  my  body.' 

'  Then  I  think  it's  straight, '  said  Tom. 

He  drew  from  its  envelope  the  letter  he 
had  carried  with  so  triumphant  a  flourish 
through  the  streets,  and  read  it  twice  or  thrice 
over  in  silence,  wearing  now  a  serious,  now  a 
brilliant  look.  '  Yes,  my  lad,'  he  said  when 
he  folded  it  up  at  length  and  returned  it  to 
its  covering,  '•  I  think  we  shall  do.' 

The  General  entered,  pohte  and  formal, 
and  requested  his  visitors  to  be  seated.  He 
remained  standing,  however,  and  they  copied 
his  example. 

'  To  what  am  I  indebted  for  the  honour 
of  this  visit  P  '  asked  Alallard,  in  his  stiffest 
manner. 

'  Why,  sir,'  said  Tom,  squaring  his  broad 
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shoulders,  and  setting  his  hands  behind  his 
back  with  a  strong  grasp  on  either  elbow, 
'  I  think  it's  about  time  we  came  to  a  resolu- 
tion.' 

'  I  need  not  tell  you,  Mr.  Barton,'  Mallard 
answered,  '  that  I  arrived  at  my  conclusion 
long  ago.  I  may  tell  you,  however,  now, 
that  I  find  no  reason  for  departing  from  it.' 

'  Perhaps,  sir,'  said  Barton,  '  I  may  be  able 
to  find  you  two  or  three.' 

The  General  bowed  stiffly,  but  returned 
no  other  answer.  Barton  groped  in  his  coat 
pocket,  and  drew  from  it  two  documents. 
'  Here,'  he  said,  handing  them  to  the  General, 
*  you'll  find  an  original  and  a  copy.  There's 
the  ofiicial  statement  of  my  son's  birth,  and  in 
it  you'll  find  my  unhappy  rank  at  the  time 
that  event  happened.     There's  a  copy  of  it.' 

'  Well  ?  '  said  the  General. 

'  Mr.  Denton  extracted  these,'  said  Tom, 
'  from  Count  von  Herder.  It's  no  secret,  I 
believe — for  all  Sydney  seems  to  know  it — 
that    Count   von   Herder   is  going  to  marry 
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Mrs.  Vincent.  She's  got  fourteen  or  fifteen 
thousand  a  year,  and  he  doesn't  want  to 
blackmail  anybody  any  longer.  Besides  that, 
Denton's  got  a  hold  on  him,  and  he'll  be 
quiet.  Nobody  else  knows  anything  at  all 
about  the  matter,  except  that  wretched  httle 
Dogdyke,  the  fellow  I  found  here  when  I  first 
called  on  you  about  this  business.  I  found 
him  employment  in  Melbourne,  and  he's  been 
away  these  two  months.  There's  no  fear  of 
his  turning  up  again,  and  for  his  own  sake 
he'll  keep  his  tongue  between  his  teeth.' 

'  Permit  me,'  said  the  General ;  '  the  matter 
is  not  of  the  faintest  moment  to  myself,  but 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  Mr.  Dogdyke  is  not  in 
Melbourne.' 

Tom  stared  at  him  with  wide-open  eyes. 

'  Not  in  Melbourne  .^  ' 

'  Certainly  not,'  said  the  General ;  '  tlie 
man  is  in  Sydney  at  this  hour.  I  saw  him 
yesterday  morning  in  the  city.  I  regret  to 
add  that  he  seemed  to  be  under  the  influence 
of  drink.' 
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*  The  little  beggar  has  broken  out  again/ 
cried  Tom,  turning  with  a  face  of  dismay 
upon  Hawthorne.  '  I  shall  have  to  ship  him 
to  America.' 

There  was  silence  for  a  little  space,  and 
then  the  General  turned  with  an  icy  politeness 
upon  Hawthorne. 

'  I  need  not  assure  you,  Mr.  Hawthorne,' 
he  began,  '  of  the  sincerity  of  my  esteem,  or  of 
the  sorrow  with  which  I  have  been  compelled 
to  put  a  veto  upon  your  suit  for  my  daughter's 
hand.  If  1  had  not  formed  a  very  high 
opinion  of  your  personal  qualities,  I  should 
never  have  given  my  consent  to  that  suit. 
There,  is,  however,  as  you  know,  a  bar  between 
our  families,  and  I  do  not  see  how  it  can  be 
removed.' 

'  I  know  no  more  than  this,  sir,'  returned 
Hawthorne,  firmly,  though  with  an  air  of  deep 
respect;  'I  have  Miss  Mallard's  assurance 
that  she  could  only  have  accepted  me  on  one 
condition,  and  that  condition  remains  alto- 
gether unchanged.     The   strange  revelations 
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which  had  so  large  an  effect  upon  your  o^vn 
mind  have  had  none  on  hers.  I  have  offered 
formally  to  release  her  from  her  engagement  ; 
but  she  declines  to  be  released,  unless  I  can 
tell  her  that  it  is  by  my  own  desire.  I  can't 
tell  her  that,  sir,  and  I  will  not.' 

'  Mr.  Hawthorne,'  said  the  General,  'I  don't 
always  practise  patience,  but  I  believe  in  its 
virtues.  In  this  case  I  myself  am  determined 
to  exercise  it,  and  I  think  it  likely  that  I  shall 
try  your  own.  I  would  advise  you.  speaking 
as  your  friend — I  would  advise  you  not  to 
nurture  any  hope  in  respect  to  this  matter.' 

'  It  is  easy  to  advise,  sh%'  Hawthorne 
answered. 

'  I  think,'  said  the  General,  '  that  enough 
has  been  said  on  either  side.  It  is  to  me 
extremely  painful  to  take  the  stand  I  find 
myself  compelled  to  take.  I  have  heard  much 
of  you,  ]\Ir.  Barton,'  he  added,  with  a  dignity 
and  candour  which  became  him  very  well 
indeed,  '  and  I  have  learned  so  much  of  your 
history  and  character  within  the  last  fifteen 
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years,  tliat  I  could  scarcely  dare  to  doubt  your 
repeated  assurance  any  longer.  I  believe  you, 
sir,  to  be  an  honourable  man.  I  find  that  is 
the  universal  opinion  of  your  fellow- citizens, 
and  I  do  not  dare  to  challenge  it.' 

'  Kow,  General  Mallard,'  said  Tom,  '  that 
is  very  handsomely  said,  and  I  am  obliged  to 
you  for  saying  it ;  but,  having  said  it,  haven't 
you  knocked  down  your  own  wicket  ?  ' 

'  No,  sir,'  answered  the  General,  taking  up 
the  simile ;  '  I  am  umpire  on  my  own  side. 
Let  us  part,  Mr.  Barton,  if  we  can,  on  terms 
of  mutual  respect.  I  commiserate  what  I  can 
only  regard  as  a  tragic  accident,  but ' 

'  One  minute,  sir,'  said  Barton.  '  I  happen 
to  have  something  in  my  hand  here  which 
may  interest  you.'  He  held  out  for  a  second 
the  enveloped  letter  he  had  carried  through 
the  streets,  and  then,  drawing  out  the  letter 
itself,  suffered  the  cover  to  flutter  to  the 
ground.  '  I  have  got  a  letter  from  a  London 
lawyer  here — I  think  it  may  interest  you  to 
read  it.* 
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The  General  drew  from  Ins  "vraistcoat 
pocket  his  gold-rimmed  reading-glasses, 
dropped  his  eye-glass  Tvith  a  little  contortion 
of  the  facial  muscles,  set  the  glasses  astride  his 
nose,  and  took  the  letter  to  read. 

'  Sir,'  he  read,  '  I  have  to  inform  you  that, 
subject  to  your  instructions,  I  have  purchased 
the  Abbey  estate  for  the  sum  of  three  hundred 
and  twenty  thousand  pounds,  and  have  made 
a  deposit  of  one  hundred  thousand  pounds 
to  Messrs.  Eldon,  Sons  and  Co.,  who  repre- 
sent the  vendor.  You  will  please  note  that 
payment  of  the  purchase-money,  as  accord- 
ing; to  the  terms  of  the  agreement  I  was 
able  to  procure,  will  be  completed  within  six 
months.' 

The  signature  of  the  letter  somehow  ran 
blurred  under  the  General's  eyes,  and  he  read 
no  farther.  He  looked  up,  with  a  bewildered 
aspect,  at  Barton.  Tom,  in  his  turn,  had 
ready  another  document  for  the  General. 

'I  want  you  to  see  that,  sir,'  he  said 
steadily,  '  and  if  you  are  wilHng,  I'd  like  you 

VOL.  III.  L 
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to  post  it  with  your  own  hands.  That's  a 
dupHcate  draft,  first  half  on  the  Bank  of 
England  for  two  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
pounds.  I  got  that  from  the  Bank  of  New 
South  Wales  this  morning.  That,  you  ob- 
serve, completes  the  purchase.' 

The  general  took  the  document  and  looked 
at  it  with  the  air  of  a  man  understanding 
nothing — he  spoke  no  word. 

'  Now,  General  Mallard,'  Tom  resumed, 
'  there's  my  wedding-present  to  the  bride.' 

'Permit  me,'  said  the  General,  somewhat 
feebly,  '  to  sit  down.'  He  sat  down,  and  with 
a  trembling  hand,  strove  in  vain  to  adjust  his 
glasses. 

'  This,  Mr.  Barton,'  he  said  at  last,  '  is  an 
extremely  handsome  offer.  It  is  more  than  a 
handsome  offer.  It  is,  in  short — it  is  a  regal 
proposal.  I  can  understand  your  feeling  ;  I 
can  enter  into  it.  But  you  must  excuse  me 
if  I  speak  my  final  words.  You  propose,  sir, 
to  double  the  fortune  of  my  family.  I  admit 
that  the  proposition  comes  to  me  in  a  very 
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manly  and   handsome   fasliion — but  I  regret 
that  I  cannot  accept  it.' 

'  Excuse  me,'  Tom  answered,  squaring  his 
shoulders  anew  and  speaking  in  a  tone  he  had 
not  hitherto  employed ;  '  but  I  don't  think 
you  quite  see  where  you  are  going.  Will 
you  tell  him  the  plain  Enghsh  of  it,  Michael, 
or  shaUI?' 

Hawthorne  hesitated,  and  Tom  went  on  : 
'It's  time  this  thing  was  looked  in  the 
face,  General  Mallard.  These  two  young 
people  love  each  other.  You  mayn't  know, 
and  I  daresay  you  don't,  that  my  wife  married 
me  when  I  was  awaiting  the  trial  that  sent  me 
out  for  seven  years  to  Van  Diemen's  Land — 
that's  what  one  woman's  love  could  lead  her 
to,  and  here,  if  I'm  not  mistaken,  is  what 
another  good  girl's  going  to  do.  Your  child 
will  wait  for  as  many  years  as  you  can  make 
her  wait,  but  she  will  marry  Michael  Haw- 
thorne in  the  end.  You  can  spoil  her  life  if 
you  like.  You  can  make  her  wretched.  You 
can  keep  my  lad   waiting,  perhaps,  tiU  he's 

I  2 
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pretty  nearly  as  old  as  I  am.  I  can  speak  for 
the  Barton  breed  anyway ;  and  I  think  I 
know  your  girl.  I  am  a  plain  man,  and  I 
can't  put  this  sort  of  thing  in  a  pretty  way  as 
some  men  could,  but  there's  the  English  of  it. 
You  can  make  mischief,  but  in  the  end  you 
can't  stop  anything.  Now,  why  make  mis- 
chief— where's  the  harm?  There's  a  secret, 
and  the  secret's  buried.' 

'  No,  sir,'  cried  the  General,  '  the  secret  is 
not  buried.     If  it  were ' 

At  that  instant  there  was  a  clamour  at 
the  door.  The  bell  rang,  and  then  the 
knocker  sounded,  and  at  so  unusual  a 
summons  the  three  men  stood  to  listen.  A 
hurried  footstep  sounded  in  the  hall,  and  an 
instant  later  a  servant  entered  with  a  letter. 

'  To  be  given  to  Mr.  Barton  instantly.' 

Tom  accepted  it — opened  it,  and  read  it 
through,  and  handed  it  to  Mallard. 

'  It's  a  sad  business,'  he  said  simply  ;  '  but 
I  think  it  settled  what  we  were  talking 
about.' 
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Mallard  read  : — 

'De.\k  A^"D  Eespected  Madam, — Before 
putting  a  termination  to  an  existence  which 
has  long  been  a  burden  to  its  owner,  I  have 
to  thank  you  for  many  acts  of  kindness. 
You  have  borne  long  with  an  unfortunate 
wretch  who  can  no  longer  bear  with  him- 
self, and  who,  before  your  reception  of  this 
letter,  will  have  ceased  to  be.  I  know  no 
one  else  in  the  world  to  whom  I  care  to  say 
farewell,  and  I  can  only  trust  to  your 
liberality  to  insure  that  an  unfortunate  man, 
who  once  occupied  a  respectable  position  in 
the  world,  shall  be  spared  the  degradation  of 
a  pauper's  grave.  I  shall  be  found  at  Jack- 
son's Town,  in  the  bush,  with  this  letter  in 
my  pocket. 

'  I  am,  Madam, 

'  Your  obedient  servant, 
'  Grateful,  even  in  death, 

'  JOHX   DOGDYKE.' 
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CHAPTER  XLI 

Mr.  Dogdyke,  though  lifted  to  a  height  of 
temporal  prosperity,  such  as  he  had  not 
reached  for  many  years,  was  far  from  being 
absolutely  contented  with  his  lot.  The  Count 
von  Herder  allowed  him  whatever  small  sums 
he  demanded,  making  no  demur  at  all  for 
five  pounds,  or  ten  pounds,  or  even  tw^enty, 
and  actually  offering  no  sign  of  resistance 
when  Dogdyke  wished  to  soar  beyond  that 
sum.  The  Count  throughout  was  extremely 
suave  and  complacent,  professing  himself  to 
be  entirely  submissive  to  the  good  Dogdyke's 
will,  and  perpetually  congratulating  the  good 
Dogdyke  on  the  courage  and  acumen  he  had 
displayed. 

For  his  own  part,  Dogdyke  was  suspicious 
of  the  Count's  demeanour.     He  was  not  so 
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much  of  a  fool  but  that  he  knew  the  Count 
had  no  especial  reason  to  love  him,  and  that 
gentleman's  exuberance  of  affection  sometimes 
seemed  to  have  a  threat  within  it.  Some- 
times Dogdyke  rejoiced  in  the  delightful 
belief  that  he  had  conquered  the  Count,  and 
felt  as  if  he  were  a  lion-tamer  of  the  most 
extraordinary  sort  ;  at  other  moments  he  trem- 
bled in  the  very  presence  of  his  prey.  But  at 
last,  after  having  been  put  by  with  numberless 
excuses,  he  determined  to  run  what  risk  he 
might  and  to  bring  matters  to  a  head. 

He  wrote  to  the  Count  requesting  a  final 
interview,  and  threatening,  if  matters  were 
not  arranged  to  his  own  satisfaction  then  and 
there,  to  make  General  Mallard  cognisant  of 
the  whole  situation.  He  posted  his  missive 
in  great  fear  and  trembUng,  and  his  con- 
templations of  the  possible  consequences  led 
him  to  the  creation  of  terrible  scenes,  in 
which  the  Count  evaded  liim  with  diabolical 
ingenuities  or  even  put  him  to  death  with 
devihsh  cunning.     He  dreamt  of  these  things 
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at  niglit,  and  they  iipset  him.  He  was 
driven  to  such  a  state  of  actual  physical  fear, 
thatj  when  he  received  a  note  from  the  Count 
promising  to  give  him  an  appointment  in  two 
days'  time,  he  went  out  into  the  streets  and 
wandered  up  and  down  until  he  found  a 
gunsmith's  shop,  and  there  purchased  a 
revolver  and  cartridges  for  his  own  pro- 
tection. The  mere  possession  of  this  weapon 
alarmed  him,  and  he  was  afraid  it  might  go 
off,  at  its  own  volition,  at  any  instant.  He 
had  but  a  single  scrap  of  paper  in  the  Count's 
handwriting,  but,  inspired  by  his  newly- 
developed  fears,  he  put  that  by  in  a  place  of 
safety.  It  was  but  a  trifle  in  itself,  promising 
a  meeting  within  two  days  and  signed  '  W.  v. 
H. '  ;  but  it  would  serve  to  show,  at  least,  in 
case  of  need,  that  the  Count  and  Dogdyke 
had  been  in  communication  with  each  other. 
By-and-bye  came  an  intimation  of  the 
place  of  meeting,  and  this  alarmed  Dogdyke 
still  further,  for  the  spot  appointed  by  the 
Count  was  between  thirty  and  forty  miles  out 
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of  town,  and  the  frightened  httle  man  could 
see  no  reason  why  the  appointment  might  not 
have  been  made  with  perfect  safety  at  the 
house  of  his  dreadful  confederate.  He 
thought  this  matter  over  far  into  the  night, 
and  the  more  he  looked  at  it  the  less  he 
seemed  to  like  it.  He  took  it  to  bed  with 
him,  and  tossed  about  with  it  restlessly  and 
miserably  until  the  first  grey  gleam  of  dawn 
was  seen  at  the  window.  Then,  inspired  with 
a  sudden  resolve,  he  rose  and  wrote  two  letters. 
One  he  addressed  to  the  Count  in  these  terms  : 

'  To  the  Count  von  Herder. 

'  HoxouRED  Sir, — I  am  in  receipt  of  your 
communication  of  yesterday,  and  shall  keep 
the  appointment  you  are  therein  good  enough 
to  offer  me ;  but  I  desire  respectfully  to 
observe  that,  after  a  long  and  careful  con- 
sideration of  the  question,!  am  unable  to  see  on 
what  grounds  it  is  necessary  that  the  appoint- 
ment should  be  made  at  such  a  distance  from 
your  own  residence  or  mine.  I  may  further 
venture  respectfully  to  state  that  on  several 
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occasions  I  have  thought  your  manner 
threatening.  I  trust  you  will  not  regard  the 
observation  as  offensive,  but  I  am  not  fully 
certain  that  you  intend  to  give  me  fair  play. 
You  will  see  that  it  will  not  be  safe  to  do 
anything  else  when  I  inform  you  that,  before 
meeting  you  to-day,  I  shall  prepare  a  com- 
plete statement  of  the  facts  for  General 
Mallard's  perusal,  and  that  I  shall  leave  that 
statement,  sealed,  behind  me  in  the  hands 
of  a  confidential  person,  who,  in  case  I 
should  not  turn  up  in  safety  within  forty-eight 
hours,  will  at  once  cause  it  to  be  delivered. 
Trusting  that  this  friendly  intimation  may  be 
received  in  the  spirit  in  which  it  is  written, 
and  that  there  may  be  no  breach  in  that 
confidence  between  us  which  has  until  now 
made  our  business  so  smooth  and  agreeable 
to  both  parties, 

'  I  am.  Sir, 

'  With  every  sentiment  of  respect, 
'  Your  obedient  servant, 

'John  Dogdyke.' 
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Wlien  lie  had  addressed  and  sealed  this 
letter,  he  sat  down  and  wrote  another,  much 
more  lengthy  and  elaborate.  It  took  a  good 
two  hours'  work  to  complete  the  second 
missive — not  that  it  was  extremely  lengthy, 
but  that  its  subject-matter  demanded  to  be 
handled  with  great  care  and  delicacy.  It 
was  addressed  to  General  Mallard,  and  was 
intended  to  inform  that  gentleman,  if  ever  it 
should  reach  his  eye,  of  Dogdyke's  complete 
devotion  to  his  service,  and  the  dangers  into 
which  that  devotion  had  led  him.  Dogdyke, 
according  to  his  own  showing  in  this  letter, 
had  had  an  opportunity  of  associating  the 
Count  von  Herder  and  the  now  disappeared 
Mr.  Whateley  with  the  impudent  and  gigan- 
tic fraud  perpetrated  on  General  Mallard 
some  months  ago.  He  was  tracking  the 
Count  and  was  resolved  to  brincf  him  to 
justice. 

The  criminal  had  now  begun  to  tem- 
porise with  him — ^Dogdyke — and  was  pro- 
posing to  bribe  him ;  should  negotiations  be 
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entered  into  for  that  purpose,  Dogdyke 
professed  himself  wiUing  and  even  eager  to 
betray  the  villain  to  justice,  and  throughout 
the  whole  of  the  written  pages  there  shone  a 
spirit  of  indomitable  self-sacrifice  and  an 
undying  sense  of  private  devotion  to  the 
public  good  which  were,  on  the  surface, 
extremely  impressive.  Dogdyke,  having 
breakfasted  and  being  ready  to  set  out  to 
meet  the  Count,  intrusted  these  two  letters  to 
the  head  waiter  of  the  hotel  at  which  he 
stayed,  with  the  strictest  and  most  laborious 
injunctions.  That  addressed  to  the  Count 
von  Herder  was  to  be  despatched  at  once ; 
the  other,  addressed  to  General  Mallard,  was 
not,  on  any  account,  to  be  delivered  before 
Thursday,  and  in  the  case  of  Dogdyke's 
return  in  the  interval,  was  to  be  surrendered 
to  him  personally. 

'You  observe,'  said  Dogdyke,  addressing 
the  waiter, '  that  I  have  business  with  General 
Mallard,  and  that  this  contains  the  latest 
information  I  have  to  give  him  up  till  now. 
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I  shall  probably  return  to-night  ;  at  least,'  he 
added,  with  an  involuntary  shudder.  •  I  hope 
so — I  most  particularly  hope  so — but  if  I 
should  be  delayed  beyond  the  time  I  have 
specified,  the  letter  must  be  delivered  ;  but 
on  no  account  send  it  before  Thursday.  If 
you  hear  from  me  by  wire  to  that  effect,  you 
will  not  deliver  tbe  letter  at  all.' 

The  waiter,  assuring  Dogdyke  that  he 
understood  the  whole  matter  quite  clearly, 
the  little  man  made  him  recapitulate  the 
instructions  received,  and  finding  him  per- 
fect, took  his  departure  with  a  fighter  heart. 
Some  not  quite  accurately  formed  notion  in 
his  own  mind,  to  the  effect  that  he  would  not 
wilfinglyhave  sacrificed  half,had  he  owned  such 
a  sum,  to  anybody  under  any  circumstances 
without  a  desperate  struggle  to  retain  it,  may 
probably  have  helped  to  frighten  him  ;  for 
he  could  not  fail  to  know  that  the  Count  was 
a  much  more  cunning  and  a  much  more 
courageous  person  than  himself,  and  he  could 
not  help  a  certain  dim,  inward,  half  confession 
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that,  if  he  had  dared  to  do  it,  he  would  rather 
have  killed  anybody  who  threatened  him 
than  have  parted  with  such  a  sum  of  money. 
What  sort  of  personal  danger  he  dreaded  was 
not  quite  clear  even  to  himself. 

The  Count  in  a  lonely  place  might  stand 
over  him  and  threaten  him  with  personal 
violence,  but  he  had  his  revolver,  and  he 
thought  hysterically  of  having  read  a  line 
somewhere,  to  the  effect  that  firearms  had 
equalised  the  size  of  men  all  the  world  over. 
The  little  man  with  six  lives  in  his  hand  was 
bigger  than  the  empty-handed  giant.  Had 
he  been  less  afraid  of  the  weapon  itself  than 
he  was,  this  reflection  might  have  brought 
more  solid  comfort  to  him. 

In  his  day  Dogdyke  had  done  a  good  deal 
of  reading,  of  the  sort  now  described  by 
American  journalists  as  '  wild  cat.'  It  had 
mostly  been  got  through  in  his  far-off  youth, 
but  now  that  he  was  himself  engaged  in  a 
business  so  terribly  romantic,  many  of  his 
early   reminiscences    came    back   upon   him, 
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and  he  thought  of  abductions  of  important 
witnesses  in  criminal  cases,  of  bands  of 
hired  ruffians  who  spirited  away  the  person 
who  ought  to  have  been  the  beneficent 
genius  of  the  story,  hiding  him  or  her  in 
caves. 

In  these  narratives,  long-forgotten,  and 
only  recalled  to  memory  by  the  strange  con- 
ditions of  the  time,  beneficent  genius  always 
turned  up  at  the  finish  to  fulfil  his  mission. 
Possibly,  the  sense  in  Dogdyke's  mind,  that 
his  own  mission  was  not  likely  to  have  a 
beneficent  result  for  anybody  but  himself, 
may  have  subdued  his  confidence  in  the  behef 
that  the  hke  happy  fate  would  befall  him. 
In  any  case,  the  fooHsh  narratives  helped  him 
little,  and,  indeed,  brought  him  vastly  more 
alarm  than  solace. 

Since  he  had  begun  to  share  the  Count's 
good  fortune  he  was  considerably  changed  in 
aspect.  He  was  eminently  respectable  now, 
in  clothes  of  black  broadcloth  which  fitted 
him  with  reasonable  accuracy ;  in  black  hat, 
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black  kid  gloves,  black  satin  stock,  and  high 
collars.  In  the  absence  of  the  great  cuffs 
with  which  he  had  grown  so  familiar,  his 
hands  were  a  trouble  to  him,  and  he  seemed 
hardly  to  know  how  to  dispose  of  them  ;  but 
to  the  casual  observer  he  was  no  more  than  a 
rather  quaint  and  obviously  nervous  old 
gentleman. 

He  travelled  from  Sydney  to  the  point  at 
which  he  had  been  instructed  to  alight,  in  a 
first-class  carriage,  in  company  with  a  city 
business  man  and  a  red-faced,  big-bearded 
fellow  who  evidently  represented  the  pastoral 
interests — a  broad-shouldered  man  in  a  pot 
hat,  rough  tweed  flannel  shirt,  and  sheepskin 
gaiters.  The  two  men — strangers  to  Dogdyke 
— had  some  friendly  knowledge  of  each  other, 
and  talked  about  the  news  in  that  morning's 
paper. 

Amongst  other  items  they  discussed  was 
one  of  a  robbery  committed  in  the  back- 
blocks  by  a  gang  of  ruffians,  who,  for  a  week 
or  two,  had  imitated  with  fair  success  the  ex- 
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ploits  of  the  famous  Kelly  gang,  the  notorious 
gang  of  bushrangers,  the  very  thought  of 
whom  had  often  struck  terror  to  Dogdyke's 
heart  in  lonely  places  in  the  suburbs,  though 
he  had  known  the  band  to  be  dispersed,  and 
the  scene  of  its  depredations  to  be  hundreds 
.of  miles  away. 

'  The  fact  is,'  said  the  pastoral-looking 
man,  '  the  whole  colony  is  full  of  a  lot  of 
good-for-nothing  blackguards,  who'd  as  hef 
cut  your  throat  as  look  at  you.  I'd  dare 
undertake  to  say  there  are  hundreds  of  es- 
capes from  Xew  Caledonia  here  in  the  colony 
this  minute.  Some  of  them  are  the  most 
desperate  blackguards  unhung.  Why,  I 
heard  of  a  case  only  the  other  day  mthin  ten 
miles  of  Sydney  where  one  of  them  stuck  up 
a  George  Street  merchant,  and  frightened 
five-and-twenty  notes  out  of  him.  We  shall 
have  a  revival  of  the  old  business  here  if  the 
police  don't  wake  up.' 

The  city  man  pooh-poohed  this  idea,  and 
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prophesied  the  setting  in  of  a  universal  reign 
of  law  and  order. 

'  My  dear  sir,  a  repetition  of  the  old  con- 
dition of  affairs  is  absolutely  impossible — ab- 
solutely impossible.  The  condition  of  things 
within  the  last  ^y(^  years  has  changed  com- 
pletely.' 

The  pastoralist  was  vehement  in  contra- 
diction, and  cited  deeds  of  violence  enough  to 
have  supplied  a  calendar  for  a  whole  assize. 
Dogdyke  sat  and  shivered.  The  conversation 
seemed  as  if  it  were  actually  personal  to  him- 
self, and  on  occasions  the  pastoral  gentleman 
made  facial  appeals  to  him,  as  if  he  would 
draw  him  into  the  converse,  and  bring  him 
to  his  own  view  of  things. 

'  I  trust,  sir,'  he  said  at  last,  egged  on  by 
his  own  fears,  '  that  you  exaggerate.  I  assure 
you  I  hope  so,  sir,  both  for  the  reputation  of 
the  colony  and  the  safety  of  its  inoffensive 
citizens.' 

'  And  I  assure  you,  sir,'  said  the  red-com- 
plexioned   man,    turning    upon    him    with  a 
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dictatorial  certainty  of  manner  and  a  booming 
voice — '  I  assure  yon,  sir,  that  I  do  not  exag- 
gerate. There  are  hundreds  of  men  in  this 
colony,  at  this  minute,  who'd  be  guilty  of  any 
infernal  act  of  scoundrehsm  for  a  square  meal 
and  a  loner  sleever.' 

o 

'  I — I  trust  not,  sir,'  Dogdyke  stammered, 
and  so  subsided.  He  pressed  his  gloved  hand 
on  the  pocket  in  which  the  revolver  he  had 
purchased  as  a  safeguard  against  the  possible 
machinations  of  the  Count  lay  concealed  ;  but 
he  did  it  with  a  timorous  and  careful  hand, 
lest  he  should  fire  it  unawares.  He  was 
possessed  by  a  ghastly  uncertainty  as  to  the 
nature  of  its  mechanism,  and  had  only  the 
faintest  notion  as  to  the  number  of  processes 
by  which  it  might  be  fired. 

He  was  certain  that,  if  the  idea  had  only 
occurred  to  him,  the  Count  von  Herder  was 
fully  capable  of  hiring  a  gang  of  such  des- 
peradoes as  the  pastoral  gentleman  spoke  of 
to  carry  him  away,  and  if  needs  were  to  hand 
him   bodily  over   to   a   tribe  of  those  canni- 

x2 
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balistic  natives  of  whom  he  had  many  times 
heard  with  shuddering. 

In  short,  there  was  no  idea  too  gro- 
tesquely ghastly  to  present  itself  to  the 
frightened  Dogdyke's  fancy,  and  before  he 
had  reached  his  journey's  end  he  had  a  score 
of  times  resolved  to  avail  himself  of  the  return 
ticket  he  had  purchased,  and  return  to  the 
city  without  having  attempted  to  interview 
the  Count.  But  every  time  his  exaggerated 
caution  established  its  claim  his  greed  upset 
it.  Thirty  thousand  pounds  lay  waiting  for 
him,  and  thirty  thousand  pounds  meant 
much.  At  moments  he  was  filled  with  a 
frenzied  courage,  and  with  the  revolver  in 
his  hands,  which  he  did  not  know  how  to  use, 
and  which  frightened  him  more  than  it  was 
likely  to  frighten  anybody  else  in  the  world, 
he  was  ready  to  face  dragons.  He  ran  away 
in  fancy,  times  without  number ;  he  fought 
numerous  desperate  combats ;  he  won  and 
lost  them  in  orderly  routme,  and  was  landed 
at  the  little  country  town  he  had  booked  for 
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in  a  state  of  abject  uncertainty.  He  was 
before  the  time  appointed,  and  could  at  least 
afford  to  look  at  the  lay  of  the  country. 

He  kept  well  within  riew  of  the  township 
for  a  while,  and,  reaching  the  skirt  of  the 
bush,  peered  down  the  road  in  uncertainty. 
Then  he  ventured  a  little  into  the  forest,  and 
finding  the  tract  a  broad  high-road,  seamed 
by  the  wheels  of  many  waggons,  and  open  to 
the  light  and  air,  he  took  a  little  courage,  and 
went  on.  He  went  on,  in  fine,  until  he  saw 
the  solitary  figure  of  the  Count  von  Herder 
lounging  towards  him,  and  then,  transferring 
his  weapon  to  a  pocket  in  which  he  thought 
it  would  lie  readier  to  his  grasp  in  case  of 
necessity,  he  mustered  up  his  last  ounce  of 
courage  and  walked  on  to  meet  the  Count. 


1 66  TIME'S  REVENGES 


CHAPTER   XLII 

The  Count  von  Herder  sat  in  his  own 
room  with  the  door  locked,  and  with  half-a- 
dozen  sheets  of  letter-paper  scattered  before 
him  on  the  table.  These  letters,  had  anyone 
been  there  to  inspect  them,  would  have  been 
found  to  bear  a  curious  and  even  a  striking 
resemblance  to  one  another.  They  were 
w^ord  for  word  the  same,  and  only  faintly 
differed  in  characteristics  of  caligraphy.  Some 
of  them  contained  only  a  line  or  two,  others 
were  almost  fully  written  ;  but,  as  far  as  they 
went,  they  were  identical.  The  Count,  with 
that  big  monocle  at  his  eye  which  he  had 
once  before  employed  whilst  working  in 
collaboration  with  Mr.  Whateley,  surveyed  the 
last  of  these  letters  with  a  particular  attention, 
and  then,  with  a  quiet  nod  or  two,  he  folded 
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it  up,  and  put  it  in  an  envelope,  which  was 
abeady  addressed  to  Mrs.  Barton,  the 
Grampians,  Potts  Point,  Sydney. 

When  he  had  done  this  he  put  the  letter 
carefully  in  his  pocket-book,  took  up  all  the 
scattered  sheets  of  paper  from  the  table,  and 
placed  them  in  the  fire.  The  winter  as  yet 
was  far  away,  but  it  had  pleased  the  Count 
to  have  a  fire  ht  in  his  own  private  room  that 
morning.  He  watched  the  paper  with  great 
care  whilst  it  flamed  and  faded,  and  even 
took  the  precaution  to  hold  it  down  with  a 
fire-shovel,  lest  any  fragment  of  it  should 
escape  up  the  chimney.  When  it  was  con- 
sumed to  tinder,  he  stirred  the  fire  until  the 
last  traces  of  burning  paper  should  have  dis- 
appeared. Then  he  threw  open  the  window 
to  allow  the  odour  of  burning,  which  filled 
the  room,  to  dissipate. 

'  That,'  he  said  to  himself,  '  will  do  egcel- 
lently  well,  I  am  incHned  to  think :  and  now, 
my  goot  Dogdyke,  you  will  find  how  foohsh 
a  thing  it  was  to  set  your  wits  against  mine.' 
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He  saw  that  his  cigar  case  and  cigarette  case 
were  both  well  stocked,  dressed  without  the 
assistance  of  his  servant,  drew  on  his  gloves 
with  much  precision  and  neatness,  and  left 
the  house  on  foot.  His  manner  was  quite 
placid  and  composed,  and  to  the  few  ladies 
and  gentlemen  of  his  acquaintance  whom  he 
met,  he  raised  his  hat  with  his  customary- 
flourish  of  continental  politeness,  and  his 
usual  beaming  smile.  Arrived  at  the  railway 
station,  he  took  a  ticket  a  minute  before  the 
arrival  of  the  train  he  desired  to  catch, 
ensconced  himself  in  a  first-class  smoking 
carriage,  which  happened  to  be  tenantless 
save  for  himself,  and  was  so  borne  away. 
Being  alone  and  free  from  observation,  he 
sank  into  deep  thought,  and  his  face  began  to 
reveal  more  freely  the  workings  of  his  mind, 
and  his  look  boded  mischief.  At  all  times 
there  was  to  the  observant  physiognomist 
a  latent  ferocity  in  it,  but  now  the  inborn 
cruelty  and  pitilessness  of  the  man  shone  out 
without   disguise.     He   meditated   long  with 
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folded  arms,  saturnine  face,  and  half-closed 
eyes,  and  awoke  only  to  a  sense  of  his  sur- 
roundings whenever  the  train  stopped  at  a 
wayside  station.  He  was  soon  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  city,  and  the  train,  which  ran 
over  a  by-hne,  travelled  but  slowly.  More 
tlian  an  hour  had  elapsed  before  he  reached 
the  termination  of  his  journey.  The  brake 
groaned  hard  on  the  shrieking  metal  of  the 
rail,  and  the  Count  rose  a  second  or  two 
before  the  necessary  time,  and  laid  his  hand 
upon  the  door. 

'  You  haf  asked  for  it,  my  goot  Dogdyke,' 
he  muttered  to  himself  with  a  smile.  '  And 
you  must  haf  what  you  haf  asked  for.' 

He  aUghted  from  the  train,  presented  his 
ticket  to  the  porter  at  the  station  gate,  and 
struck  out  in  the  direction  of  a  little  township 
visible  half  a  mile  away.  He  had  not  gone 
far  when  he  diverged  to  the  left,  and  in  a 
little  while  he  found  himself  in  the  midst  of 
ring-barked  eucalyptus  trees,  standing  gro- 
tesque  and  ghastly  in  the  autumn  sunlight. 
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There  was  a  plainly  marked  track,  and  he 
trod  it  confidently,  strolling  at  no  great  pace, 
until  the  figure  of  Dogdyke  appeared  in 
sight. 

'  There  you  are,'  said  the  Count  to  him- 
self; 'good  and  veil.' 

He  waved  his  hand,  and  Dogdyke  re- 
sponded with  a  like  signal.  The  Count  de- 
liberately screwed  on  to  his  face  a  smile  of 
genial  humour,  and  when  he  reached  the  little 
man,  slapped  a  hand  into  his  with  sounding 
emphasis  of  welcome. 

'  So,'  he  said,  '  you  are  punctual  both  to 
time  and  place,  my  egcellent  Dogdyke  !  Now, 
here,  do  you  see,  we  can  arranche  things.' 

'  Ye-es,'  said  Dogdyke,  uncertainly  ;  '  but 
I  don't  know  what  you  wanted  me  to  come 
out  here  for.  We  might  have  done  our  busi- 
ness at  your  house,  or  anywhere.' 

'There,  my  tear  Dogdyke,  as  I  assured 
you  before,'  said  the  Count,  '  you  are  a  little 
mistaken.  The  pusiness  we  have  in  hand 
together  could  not  have  been  done  at  all  con- 
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veniently  in  town,  I  do  assure  you  ;  we  will 
tiscuss  it  here,  as  we  walk ' 

'  Upon  my  word,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  I  don't 
know  what  we  came  out  here  for.  If  I'd 
known  that  the  place  was  like  this,  I  don't 
think  I'd  have  come.' 

'  Why  not,  my  goot  Dogdyke  ? '  asked  the 
Count,  taking  him  by  the  arm.  '  Why 
shouldn't  you  have  come  ?  ' 

Dogdyke  slipped  away  from  him,  and 
stood  panting  and  palpitating  at  a  distance 
from  his  auditor. 

'Look  here,  sir,'  he  said;  'I  don't  half 
like  this.  I  don't  hke  your  looks,  sir,  and 
that's  a  fact.  But  don't  you  think.  Count  von 
Herder,  that  I've  come  here  to  put  myself  at 
your  mercy.  I'm  not  unprepared ;  I  assure 
you,  sir,  that  I  am  not  unprepared.' 

He  slipped  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and 
drew  out  a  revolver.  '  You  offer  to  meet  me 
in  a  country  place,'  he  said,  '  when  you  could 
do  your  business  just  as  well  in  town.  If 
you'll  excuse  me  remarking  on  the  fact,  sir, 
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that   makes   me   a   little   suspicious.      You'll 
observe  that  I  have  taken  some ' 

*  Precaution,'  said  the  Count,  finishing  his 
hesitating  sentence  for  him.  '  My  goot 
Dogdyke,  you  are  really  a  very  apsurd  small 
person.  Don't  you  see  how  necessary  it  is 
that  we  should  not  be  seen  too  much  together  ? 
I  am  suddenly  enriched,  my  egcellent  frient, 
and  you  and  I  know  how,  and  why.  That,  to 
begin  with,  might  excite  suspicion.  But  if 
you  and  I  both  are  suddenly  enriched,  and 
have  been  seen  much  together  in  the  meantime, 
don't  you  see,  you  trivial  and  unobservant- 
minded  Dogdyke,  how  that  intensifies  sus- 
picion ? ' 

'  That's  all  right,'  said  Dogdyke,  who  still 
held  the  revolver  in  his  hand. 

'Put  up  that  tool,'  said  the  Count,  banter- 
ingly.  '  You'll  haf  no  use  for  that.  Let's  sit 
down  and  talk  the  matter  over.  Tell  me  now, 
actually,  what  it  is  you  want.' 

'I    have    told    you    already,    sir,'    said 
Dogdyke.      '  There  was  a  split  between  you 
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and  Whateley.  I  can't  get  liold  of  Wliateley, 
but  I  think  you  and  me  must  say  halves.  I 
think  that  really,  sir.' 

'No,  my  goot  Dogdyke,'  returned  the 
Count.  '  I  won't  say  halves.  To  pegin  with, 
you  are  very  much  mistaken  in  supposing  that 
Mr.  Whateley  and  myself  secured  the  sum  you 
carry  in  your  mind  between  us.  We  did  no- 
thing of  the  sort.  There  were  two  other  people 
engaged  in  that  little  transaction,  and  the  two 
other  people  demanded  to  be  paid.  Now  I 
want  you,  Dogdyke,  definitely  to  understand, 
if  you'll  so  far  favour  me,  that  I  am  not  a  very 
easy  man  to  frighten.  I  am  a  Httle  timid  now. 
I  don't  like  your  handling  of  that  weapon,  my 
egcellent  Dogdyke.  Put  it  away.  I  can  assure 
you  that  3'ou'll  find  no  use  for  it.' 

Dogdyke  seemed  to  read  something  in  his 
face,  or  a  new  access  of  his  own  fears  disturbed 
him.  He  drew  slowly  back  a  yard  or  two, 
holding  the  shaking  revolver  pointed  at  the 
Count. 

'  I'd  never  have  come  out  here,*  he  said,  *  if 
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I'd  known  what  sort  of  a  place  it  was.    We're 
a  mile  away  from  anybody.    I  don't  trust  you.' 

'  My  goot  Dogdyke,'  replied  the  Count,  wdth 
an  admirable  phlegm,  '  while  you  hold  that 
tangerous  tool  in  that  way,  I'm  very  far  from 
trusting  you.  Put  it  away.  Let's  talk  pusiness. 
You  have  pothered  me  a  great  deal  of  late, 
and  to  deal  frankly  with  you,  I  am  growing  a 
httle  tired.' 

'  I  am  growing  tired  myself,'  said  Dogdyke. 
'  You  agreed  to  halves,  and  I'm  not  going  to 
be  satisfied  with  less.' 

'  I  want  you  to  understand,  Dogdyke,'  said 
the  Count,  '  that  I  am  not  prepared  to  surren- 
der what  you  ask.  Insanest  of  creatures,  wdiy 
do  you  want  to  dangle  that  foolish  thing  before 
me  ?  Put  it  down,  I  tell  you  ;  I've  seen  enough 
of  it.' 

'  All  right,  sir,  'returned  Dogdyke.  '  I  haven't 
the  faintest  desire  to  do  anybody  a  mischief, 
but  I'm  going  to  take  care  of  myself  ;  and  if 
I'd  known  what  sort  of  a  place  it  was,  I 
wouldn't  have  come  here.' 
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'  You  tell  me  tliat,'  the  Count  replied,  'for 
the  twentieth  time  ;  but  you  are  here,  and  you 
are  here  for  egcellent  good  reason ;  and  here, 
or  not  at  all,  we  will  conduct  our  pusiness. 
Put  that  thing  away.' 

Dogdyke  lingeringly  obeyed,  but  he  kept 
his  distance. 

'  Now,'  said  the  Count,  '  you  are  an  armed 
man,  and  my  hands  are  empty.  Why  should 
you  be  afrait  of  me?  Let  us  sit  down  and 
talk  together.  I  shall  gif  you  a  thousand 
pounts  if  you  vill  go  to  America,  and  let  me 
haf  done  vith  you.' 

Dogdyke  shook  his  head.  '  I  am  not  here 
to  take  a  thousand  pounds,  sir,'  he  said.  '  I 
shall  not  dream  of  taking  any  such  amount. 
Don't  believe  it,  Count  von  Herder.  You  never 
fell  into  a  bigger  error  in  your  life.' 

'  So  ! '  cried  the  Count.  '  You  browbeat 
me,  my  goot  Dogdyke.  Understand,'  he  waved 
his  fat  gloved  forefinger  at  his  shrunken  little 
adversary,  with  an  air  of  open  menace,  '  I 
have  brought  you  here  to  tell  you  that  I  will  gif 
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you  one  thousand  pounts  to  go,  and  that  I  will 
gif  you  no  more  ;  and  I  haf  brought  you  here 
to  tell  you,  too,  that  I  am  a  very  tangerous 
man  to  fight  against.' 

Dogdyke's  blood  took  a  sudden  chill, 
and  he  whipped  his  hand  once  more  to  his 
breast-pocket,  and  laid  it  on  the  butt  of  the 
revolver. 

'  No,  no,'  said  the  Count,  smiling  in  a  rather 
ugly  way  to  look  at.  '  I  don't  mean  violence 
here,  or  yet,  my  goot  Dogdyke.  I  haf  here  for 
you  one  thousand  pounts.  Will  you  go  and  let 
me  see  the  last  of  you  ?  ' 

'  No  ! '  cried  Dogdyke,  with  an  exasperated 
whine,  '  I  won't.  I'll  have  fair  halves  or 
nothing.' 

'  I'll  go  this  much  further,'  said  the  Count. 
'  I'll  rise  to  one  bid  higher,  and  I  should  very 
urgently  atvise  you,  my  tear,  goot,  charming 
Dogdyke,  not  to  refuse  that  bid,  for  your  sake 
and  for  mine.'  His  eyes  glittered,  each  a  mere 
slit  behind  his  glasses,  and  his  teeth  were  bared. 
His  voice  rose  a  full  octave,  and  he  questioned  : 
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'  Will  you  please  understand  that  I  mean 
pusiness  ?  ' 

Dogdyke  liked  him  less  and  less,  but  the 
loaded  revolver  gave  him  confidence.  '  I  want 
half,'  he  answered,  '  and  I  won't  take  a  penny 
less  than  half.  I'm  not  to  be  defrauded  of  my 
share.  I  can  guess,'  he  added,  with  a  tre- 
mulous defiance,  ^  what  you  have  got  me  here 
for.  I  can  see  it  in  your  wicked  face,  but  I  am 
protected.  Don't  you  think  I'm  going  to  walk 
in  front  of  you.  Don't  you  think  I'm  going  to 
travel  back  with  you.  Don't  you  think  I'm 
going  to  give  you  a  cliance  of  having  your 
wicked  wiU  on  me.' 

'Do  you  know,  Dogdyke,'  the  Count  re- 
sponded to  this  quivering  threat,  '  that  you  are 
really  a  very  shrewd  judge  of  character  ?  I  can 
ofier  two  ways  out  of  the  dilemma  in  which 
your  Httle  tiscovery  placed  me.  I  can  pay 
you  as  much  as  two  thousand  pounts — one 
thousand  here  this  moment,  and  one  thousand 
when  you  reach  America  ;  or  if  you  don't  ac- 
cept that  chenerous  offer,  I  can '  he  paused. 

VOL.  III.  x 
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Dogdyke  questioned  :  '  What  ?  ' 

'  I  can  really,  my  little  frient,'  tlie  Count 
answered  enigmatically,  '  I  really  can,  believe 
me.' 

'  I  don't  care,'  said  Dogdyke,  with  a  courage 
half  hysteric  and  half  brandified.  '  I  can  guess 
what  you  meant  to  do  with  me  if  I'd  come 
here  unarmed.' 

*  Tut,  tut,  tut ! '  cried  the  Count.  '  Haven't 
we  heard  eaough  of  that?  Do  you  take  my 
offer  ? ' 

'  No  I '  said  Dogdyke. 

The  Count  looked  at  him  in  anger,  and 
Dogdyke  recoiled  an  inch  or  two,  and  pointed 
his  weapon. 

Little  by  little  the  exj)ression  of  Von  Her- 
der's face  changed,  and  in  half  a  minute,  to 
Dogdyke's  amazement,  he  was  beaming  on  him 
with  a  smile  absolutely  amiable  and  admiring. 

The  Count  drew  a  little  quick  sigh  and 
dropped  an  exclamation.  '  Well,  well,'  he  said, 
'  I  had  thought  you,  in  a  quiet  place  like  this, 
an  easy  man  to  frighten.    It  seems  I  am  a  fool, 
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and  that,  my  goot  Dogdyke,  lias  not  often 
happened  in  my  experience.  I  was  mistaken 
in  you.  I  thought  I  coukl  bounce  you,  but  I 
find  it  impossible.  I  must  submit,  since  there 
is  nothing  else  for  it.  You  may  as  well  take 
your  first  thousand  pounts  at  once,  and  you 
shall  haf  a  cheque  for  the  balance  to-morrow.' 
The  voice  of  self-banter,  in  which  he  had 
begun  the  speech,  sank  into  a  tone  of  dehbera- 
tive  regret  on  the  last  words.  He  wound  up 
with  a  full-chested  sigh  of  resignation,  and 
drew  a  pocket-book  from  his  breast-pocket. 

'  Xow,'  said  Dogdyke,  '  if  you'll  allow  me 
to  say  so,  you're  talking  sense.' 

'  It's  of  little  use  to  talk  anything  else  with 
you,  Dogdyke,'  Von  Herder  answered,  flashing 
a  swift  smile  at  him.  'Here,'  he  continued, 
opening  the  pocket-book,  '  here  is  your  first 
instalment  in  notes.' 

Dogdyke,  revolver  in  hand,  advanced  to 
secure  the  sum  proffered  him.  He  laid  tliumb 
and  forefinger  on  the  folded  bundle  of  notes, 
but  the  Count  held  tight. 

IT  2 
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'  I^ot  yet,'  he  said.  '  You  haf  this  money 
to-day ;  you  haf  my  cheque  for  the  remainder 
to  -morrow  ;  but  you  don't  take  it  without  an 
acknowledgment.' 

'An  acknowledgment ! '   Dogdyke  answered. 

'  Yes,'  the  Count  answered,  '  an  acknow- 
ledgment. What  is  toprevent  you  from  coming 
back  again  next  year  ?  ' 

'  No  fear  of  that,  sir,'  Dogdyke  answered. 

'We  vill,  if  you  please,'  answered  the  Count, 
quite  amiably  and  calmly,  '  put  it  beyond  all 
doubt.  You  see  I  have  come,  my  egcellent 
Dogdyke,  prepared  for  many  contingencies. 
Here  is  a  brand-new  pocket-book  purchased 
yesterday.  Here  is  a  stylographic  pen,  also 
purchased  yesterday.  The  pocket-book  shall 
be  used  for  one  purpose  only — you  shall  make 
an  entry  into  it.' 

'An  entry!'  Dogdyke  questioned.      'To 
what  effect,  sir  ?  ' 

'  You  shall  write  :  "I,  the  undersigned,  con- 
fess to  having  received  from  the  Count  von 
Herder  the  sum  of  thirty  thousand  pounts,  a 
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fourth  part  of  the  proceeds  of  a  fraud  effected 
upon  General  Mallard,  upon  such-and-such  a 
date."  Our  memory  is  good  for  that,  my  tear 
Dogdyke,  and  you  shall  sign  it  with  your  own 
hand.  Then,  if  ever  you  should  make  any 
threatening  move  against  me,  you  will  be  fasten- 
ing the  handcuffs  on  your  own  wrists.     Eh  ?  ' 

Dogdyke,  with  his  weapon  in  one  hand  and 
the  forefinger  and  thumb  of  the  other  still  clasp- 
ing the  bundle  of  bank-notes,  deliberated  a 
momert. 

'I  don't  see  any  harm  in  that,  sir,' 
he  answered.  '  At  least,  you  can't  use  that 
against  me.' 

'Xo  said  the  Count,  '  I  shall  not  tesire  to 
use  that  against  you.     You  will  write  that  ?  ' 

'  Yes,'  said  Dogdyke.  '  I  don't  see  why  I 
shouldn't.' 

The  Count  surrendered  the  bundle  of  bank- 
notes, and  Dogdyke  pouched  them  with  a 
trembling  eagerness. 

'  Xow,'  said  tlie  Count,  tendering  pen  and 
pocket-book,  '  there  is  a  fallen  log  within  four 
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yards  of  you.  Sit  town  on  that  and  write  to 
my  dictation.' 

The  Count  himself  led  the  way  to  the  log. 
It  stood  at  an  even  smaller  distance  than  he 
had  mentioned  from  the  track.  The  Count  set 
one  foot  upon  it,  and  hopped  lightly  over  to 
the  other  side.  '  Now,'  he  said  to  Dogdyke, 
'sit  down  and  write.'     The  little  man  obeyed. 

'  Put  down  the  date.  Now  :  "  I,  the  under- 
signed, confess  to  having  received  from  the 
Count  von  Herder"' — the  Count's  left  hand 
stole  slowly  under  his  own  coat  and  gripped  the 
handle  of  a  revolver,  which  reposed  in  a  pocket 
upon  his  hip.  He  stood  a  little  to  Dogdyke's 
left  and  went  on  in  an  impassive  voice  :  '  "  the 
sum  of  thirty  thousand  pounts,  being  the  fourth 
share  of  the  proceeds  of  a  fraud  on  General 
Mallard,  in  which  I  confess  myself  to  have  been 
implicated.'  The  Count's  left  hand  transferred 
the  weapon  to  the  right. 

'  In  which,'  mumbled  Dogdyke,  in  reply, 
bending  over  the  pocket-book,  and  writing, 
'  I  confess  myself  to  be  implicated.' 
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A  shot  sounded,  and  Dogdyke  dropped 
from  the  log  without  a  sound.  The  Count 
took  a  quick  stej)  towards  the  track,  and, 
cowering  in  the  shelter  of  a  tree,  looked  both 
ways,  returned  swiftly,  and,  acting  throughout 
with  much  rapidity  and  without  a  sign  of 
flurry  or  disorder,  he  took  up  the  pocket- 
book  and  the  stylographic  pen,  returned  the 
revolver  to  the  pocket  from  which  he  had 
taken  it,  sought  for  the  weapon  with  which 
Dogdyke  a  while  ago  had  threatened  him, 
and  thrust  the  butt  of  it  into  the  dead  man's 
hand.  Then  he  knelt  beside  him,  and,  with 
great  care,  insinuated  the  lax  forefinger  of  the 
right  hand  round  the  trigger,  and  with  tlie 
hand  in  that  posture  compelled  it  to  fire  a 
single  sliot  into  the  air.  Then  he  suffered  the 
hand  to  fall,  and,  rising,  looked  down  upon 
his  murdered  enemy  for  a  moment  with  a 
cold  scorn. 

'  I  told  you,  Dogdyke,'  he  said,  half  aloud. 
'  You  should  haf  taken  your  two  thousand 
pounts,  my  frient.' 
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He  stooped  again  over  the  body,  drew 
from  the  breast-pocket  of  the  dead  Dogdyke's 
coat  the  notes  he  had  lately  surrendered  to 
him,  and  in  their  stead  left  a  letter  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Barton,  of  the  Grampians,  Potts  Point, 
Sydney.  Then  he  walked  towards  the  track, 
and  after  a  quick  promenade  of  a  hundred 
yards  in  the  direction  for  which  he  had 
originally  started,  he  paused  to  brush  a  little 
dust  from  his  knees,  to  arrange  his  coat  and 
waistcoat,  and  to  light  a  cigar.  Then,  with 
no  sign  of  the  murderous  act  upon  him,  save 
that  his  face  was  a  trifle  paler  than  common, 
he  went  upon  his  way. 
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CHAPTEE   XLni 

The  Count  von  Herder  had,  in  his  time,  been 
guilty  of  many  criminal  actions,  but  he  had 
never  until  that  hour  taken,  or  even  attempted, 
the  life  of  a  fellow-creature.  The  sensations 
following  on  the  act  were  unexpectedly  grim 
and  terrible,  but  he  endured  them  with  a 
stoic  calm.  So  far  as  he  may  be  said  to  have 
any  creed  at  all,  he  belonged  to  that  advanced 
modern  school  which  has  abohshed  God,  and 
has  wiped  out  all  the  old  notions  about  a 
future  state  and  a  time  of  universal  reckoning 
from  existence. 

It  is  quite  possible  that  a  philosopher  of 
angelic  native  tendencies  may  be,  so  far  as 
conduct  is  concerned,  none  the  worse  for 
holding  that  godless  and  hopeless  creed ;  but 
it   is    perfectly   certain  that  the  philosopher 
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whose  tendencies  are  innately  diabolic  may 
be  very  much  the  worse  indeed  for  it.  To 
live  the  day,  to  take  his  pleasure  for  the  time 
being,  at  any  man's  cost,  to  rely  absolutely 
upon  his  own  skill  and  cunning  to  save  him 
from  the  meshes  of  the  law,  to  deride  the 
possibility  of  a  future  judgment,  and  to  live, 
in  short,  a  life  of  complete  self-centred  greed, 
unchastened  by  belief  or  fear,  had  been  the 
Count  von  Herder's  habit  for  a  lifetime. 

He  had  arranged  beforehand  that  his 
share  in  Dogdyke's  deatli  should  go  unsus- 
pected, and  had  even  prepared  the  world 
beforehand  for  a  belief  in  Dogdyke's  suicide. 
He  was  safe  at  last.  Entirely  and  wholly  safe 
until  the  body  should  be  discovered,  and  even 
when  that  hajopened,  he  was  guarded  by  the 
weapon  to  be  found  in  the  dead  man's  hand, 
and  by  the  written  confession  of  suicide  which 
lay  in  his  breast-pocket,  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Barton.  In  face  of  the  circumstances,  there 
was  no  possibility  of  suspicion  being  directed 
against  himself. 
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In  spite,  however,  of  all  bis  assurance  of 
personal  safety,  he  knew  that  his  nerves 
twitched  in  a  novel  and  disagreeable  manner, 
and  he  could  guess  that  his  face  was  unusually 
pale.  These  were  signs  of  inward  agitation 
which  he  himself  could  recognise,  and  wliich 
he  set  himself  resolutely  to  subdue.  He 
strode  along  the  bush  track,  smoking,  and 
httle  by  little  brought  himself  to  entire  self- 
control. 

As  he  drew  nearer  the  township  from 
which  he  had  started,  he  encountered  one  or 
two  people :  a  teamster  with  his  team,  a 
mounted  shepherd  with  half-a-dozen  dogs  at 
his  horse's  heels,  and  a  sun-burnt  swag:?man 
with  his  stuffed  blue  blanket  hancrino-  from  his 
shoulder.  To  each  of  these  the  Count  gave  a 
smiling  good-day,  and  in  the  eyes  of  each 
looked  tranquil,  harmless,  and  unoccupied. 
If  they  gave  him  a  thought  at  all,  it  could 
only  have  been  one  of  some  surprise  to  find  a 
man,  attired  as  he  was,  strohing  alone  in  a 
place  so  unfrequented. 
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As  lie  approaclied  the  station  at  wliicli  lie 
had  alighted  an  hour  or  two  before  he  was 
conscious  of  a  renewal  of  his  tremors.  He 
selected  and  lit  a  new  cigar,  arresting  himself 
in  his  walk  to  do  so,  and  schooling  his  hand 
to  renewed  steadiness  and  his  face,  at  least, 
to  impassivity.  When  he  was  quite  sure  that 
he  had  succeeded  he  ventured  on  again ;  he 
made  inquiries  about  the  train,  and,  discover- 
ing that  he  had  some  hours  to  wait,  chartered 
a  buggy,  pretending  business  twenty  miles 
further  on,  and  was  driven  to  the  place  of  his 
choice.  It  shook  his  iron  nerves  anew  to 
find  that  the  track  led  him  past  the  spot  he 
had  so  recently  quitted,  but  his  driver  saw 
nothing ;  and  the  Count  himself,  feigning  to 
be  lost  in  thought,  buried  his  face  in  one 
hand,  and,  glancing  obliquely  at  the  spot,  saw 
nothing.  Dogdyke's  figure  was  hidden  by 
the  log  from  which  he  had  fallen.  The 
journey  was  accomplished  without  adventure, 
the  driver  of  the  buggy  was  paid  and  dis- 
missed, and   the   Count   made  a  pretence  of 
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eating   at  a  rough  little  wayside  shanty,  by 
way  of  whihng  away  the  time. 

As  the  hour  approached  for  the  departure 
of  the  train,  he  strolled  on  to  the  station,  de- 
manded a  first-class  ticket  to  Sydney,  and  in 
due  time  rolled  away.  He  tore  the  return 
half  of  the  ticket  he  had  originally  taken  into 
fragments,  and  dropped  them  bit  by  bit  from 
the  carriage  window. 

Before  he  reached  the  city  he  was  almost 
himself  asain,  and  the  tremors  which  had 
shaken  him  had  disappeared.  He  scoffed  at 
them  now,  and  despised  himself  for  ever 
having  felt  them.  That  a  man  of  his  ex- 
perience and  courage  should  suffer  from  mere 
nerves  seemed  shameful  to  him  ;  but  when  he 
had  reached  his  own  luxuriously-appointed 
house,  he  was  glad  of  a  glass  of  wine.  That 
seemed  completely  to  re-establish  him,  and, 
being  physically  restored,  he  was  able  easily 
to  regain  his  own  good  graces.  The  thing 
was  done,  and  well  done ;  he  was  rid  of  a 
threat  and  a  nuisance,  and  he  was  free  of  the 
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consequences.  He  sat  thinking  thus,  when  a 
servant  brought  him  a  letter. 

'This  came  by  messenger,  sir,'  the  man 
said,  as  he  handed  it  to  him,  '  a  few  minutes 
after  you  went  out  this  morning.' 

The  Count,  cigar  in  mouth,  was  lounging 
in  his  favourite  attitude  on  the  sofa.  He 
nodded  idly,  and  answered,  with  a  lazy  wave 
of  the  hand,  '  Put  it  on  the  table.  I'll  see  to 
it  py-and-py.' 

The  servant  obeyed  and  retired,  and  the 
Count,  for  a  little  while,  lay  smoking  thought- 
fully. His  mind  was  busy  with  his  own 
schemes  again.  He  had  a  handsome  sum  in 
hand  and  a  wealthy  match  before  him.  The 
Countess  von  Herder,  buried  in  her  charitable 
and  religious  duties  in  far-off  Esselbach,  would 
never  hear  of  him,  and  if  she  did  would  never 
take  note  of  his  doings.  As  for  bigamy  pure 
and  simple,  that  had  never  been  a  thing  to 
frighten  a  man  of  Yon  Herder's  mettle.  The 
Countess  and  he  had  agreed  a  dozen  years 
and  more  ago  to  do  without  each  other,  and 
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to  his  thinking  she  was  likely  neither  to  know 
nor  care  whether  he  were  ahve  or  dead.  The 
Sydney  widow  was  a  vulgar  person  certainly, 
and  would  reflect  no  credit  on  the  rank  he 
proposed  to  bestow  upon  her.  As  the 
Countess  von  Herder  she  was  positively 
laughable,  but  the  Count  proposed  to  himself 
a  scheme  of  social  distinction  and  enjoyment 
in  which  his  wife  would  bear  no  part,  or  a 
part  so  small  as  scarcely  to  be  worth  taking 
into  consideration. 

With  fifteen  thousand  pounds  a  year  be- 
hind him  Yon  Herder  was  sure  of  all  the 
social  distinction  for  which  he  cared ;  he 
beheved  himself  to  have  the  noblest  and  most 
completely  gentlemanly  manner  of  any  man 
who  had  ever  visited  that  continent,  and  he 
was  satisfied  that  his  title,  with  such  a  fortune 
to  back  it,  would  carry  him  anywhere  with- 
out risk  of  dispute.  He  indulged  these  fancies 
until  his  cigar  was  finished,  and  then,  half 
rising,  stretched  out  a  lazy  hand  to  draw  the 
letter  to  him. 
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A  curious  little  quick  sliock  ran  through 
his  frame  from  head  to  foot  as  his  eye  fell 
upon  the  superscription,  and  for  a  second  or 
two  he  was  not  clearly  conscious  of  anything. 
Then  he  awoke  to  the  fact  that  he  had  been 
strangely  startled,  and  pooh-poohed  those 
treacherous  nerves  of  his,  which  Avere  begin- 
ning to  give  way  in  odd  moments  in  so  un- 
accustomed  a  fashion.  He  thrust  his  fat  fore- 
finger into  the  opening  of  the  envelope,  and 
tore  it  vigorously  across. 

'  Let  me  see,'  the  Count  murmured,  half 
aloud,  'what  the  goot  Dogdyke  can  have  had 
to  say  to  me.'  He  read  it  first  with  mere 
hums  and  hahs  :  '  ''  Shall  keep  the  appoint- 
ment you  are  therein  good  enough  to  offer 
me."  Exactly !  "  Unable  to  see  on  what 
grounds  it  is  necessary  that  the  appointment 
should  be  made  at  such  a  distance  from  your 
residence  or  mine."  Quite  so,  Dogdyke, 
quite  so.  "  On  several  occasions  I  have 
thought  your  manner  threatening."  Dear  me, 
Dogdyke,  you  surprise  me.' 
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When  he  came  to  the  Hues  in  which  Dog- 
dyke  wrote  he  was  not  fully  certain  that  fair 
play  would  be  given  him,  the  Count  smiled 
horribly,  with  a  httle  half-audible  chuckle,  but 
at  the  next  sentence  he  rose  to  his  feet  with 
the  letter  crumpled  in  both  hands.  '  "  I  shall 
prepare  a  complete  statement  of  the  facts  for 
General  Mallard's  perusal,  and  I  shall  leave 
that  statement  sealed  behind  me  in  the  hands 
of  a  confidential  person,  who,  in  case  I  should 
not  turn  up  in  safety  within  forty-eight  hours, 
will  at  once  cause  it  to  be  delivered.'' ' 

The  Count  stood  for  one  instant  as  if  he 
were  frozen  into  the  attitude  which  he  had  un- 
consciously taken  ;  then,  with  an  oath,  he 
dashed  the  letter  to  the  floor,  and  began,  with 
his  slippered  feet,  to  range  quite  silently  up 
and  down  the  room.  He  clenched  his  hands 
together  until  the  jewels  he  wore  bruised  and 
cut  his  soft,  white  fingers,  and  when,  with  a 
gesture  of  passionate  impatience  and  self- dis- 
dain, he  struck  himself  upon  the  forehead,  he 
left  a  mark  of  blood  there.    He  stooped  to  re- 
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cover  the  letter.  The  act  of  stooping  always 
brouglit  with  him  a  rush  of  blood  to  the  head, 
and  now,  with  his  newly-awakened  terror  and 
rage,  this  was  so  strong  that  he  fell  upon  his 
knees  and  for  a  little  while  groped  blindly 
upon  the  floor,  not  knowing  what  he  sought. 
When  he  had  recovered  himself  he  sat  down, 
gasping,  smoothed  the  crumpled  paper  on  his 
knee,  and  read  it  over  once  more.  He  walked 
to  the  sideboard,  poured  out  some  wine,  and 
drank  two  or  three  glasses  in  swift  succession. 
'  That  will  do,'  he  said — '  forty-eight 
hours  ;  forty-two  hours  from  now  at  least — 
something  should  be  done  in  forty- two  hours.' 
He  cast  another  glance  at  the  letter  which  he 
still  held  in  his  hand,  and  was  horrified  to  see 
that  there  were  blood-stains  on  it.  A  moment's 
thought  assured  him  of  the  reason,  and  he 
grew  comparatively  calm  again.  Moving  with 
a  swift  and  sudden  gesture,  he  locked  the 
door,  flung  himself  into  a  great  padded  arm- 
chair, dropped  his  great  head  between  his 
hands,  and  set  himself  to  work  to  think. 
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There  was  no  clue  afforded  to  the  where- 
abouts of  the  letter  Dogdyke  had  undoubtedly 
left  behind.  In  forty-two  hours  from  that 
moment  the  pohce  would  be  on  his  track  ;  and 
when  Dogdyke's  body  came  to  be  found,  as 
sooner  or  later  it  most  assuredly  would  be,  his 
cleverly-planned  forgery  might  be  of  little 
avail  to  him. 

The  more  clearly  his  ]nind  worked,  the 
more  certain  it  became  to  him  that  the  forced 
letter  would  be  of  no  avail  at  all.  Dogdyke 
had  openly  visited  his  house  ;  Dogdyke  had 
taken  a  journey  up  country  on  the  same  day 
as  himself,  and  it  was  quite  foohsh  and  useless 
to  suppose  that  either  of  them  had  completely 
escaped  observation.  There  were  half-a-dozen 
people  who  would  be  able  to  identify  him, 
and  he  could  find  no  reason  for  his  presence 
in  the  neighbourhood  in  which  the  crime  had 
been  committed  but  the  real  one. 

The  charge  once  brought  against  him  by 
General  Mallard,  there  were  a  score  of  ciixum- 
stances  which  would  rise  up  to  confront  him. 
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The  bankers  with  whom  he  had  trusted  the 
proceeds  of  that  successful  crmiinal  venture 
would  volunteer  a  statement  of  the  time  at 
which  his  gains  had  been  transferred  to  them, 
and  there  was  no  possibility  of  inventing  other 
sources  for  them.  He  was  beaten,  and  he  had 
no  hope  but  in  flight.  How  to  get  away — 
where  to  go  to  .^ 

Had  he  been  in  Europe  or  America  he 
could  have  discovered  a  thousand  cross-trails, 
and  have  plunged  into  the  great  sea  of  men 
and  have  lost  himself  there.  If  he  were  but 
out  of  that  accursed  island  continent  lie  could 
take  care  of  himself;  here,  everybody  knew 
him — he  was  a  man  of  mark,  he  could  travel 
nowhere  without  being  recognised. 

The  thought  of  disguise  was  futile  ;  he  had 
no  means  for  it,  no  skill  in  it ;  and  though  his 
knowledge  of  English  was  for  all  other  pur- 
poses complete,  he  knew  that  his  accent  would 
betray  him  if  he  should  attempt  to  disguise  his 
nationality.  What  to  do,  then  ?  The  figure 
of    the    despised    Dogdyke    grew    suddenly 
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terrible  and  awful ;  the  body,  to  his  disordered 
fancy,  lay  in  such  a  posture  that  the  dead, 
outcast  hand,  with  the  pistol  in  it,  pointed  the 
weapon  at  his  breast.  He  dismissed  the 
fancy,  and  asked  himself,  with  a  passionate 
scorn,  what  it  would  matter  if  the  thing  were 
true.  He  clutched  his  head  with  both  hands, 
and  held  it  hard  as  he  strained  his  mind  to 
think. 

But  the  dead  hand  pointed  remorselessly 
and  would  not  be  forgotten.  Already  the 
crime  in  itself  had  ceased  to  shake  him  in 
remembrauce,  and  it  was  horrible  now  only 
because  he  had  ensnared  himself  by  it,  and 
for  the  sake  of  what  now  seemed  a  trifle  had 
thrown  over  the  possibilities  of  a  long  life 
of  wealth  and  luxur/.  Strive  as  he  would  to 
plan  a  way  of  escape,  he  could  really  bind  his 
mind  to  nothing  but  the  thought  that  he 
might  liave  rid  himself  of  Dogdyke  in  any  one 
of  endless  ways.  There  his  thoughts  were 
fertile,  and  he  lured  Dogdyke  to  his  own 
destruction  by  endless  cunning  strategies  ;  he 
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paid  him  in  full,  and  swindled  him  of  the 
base-got  gains  in  a  thousand  half-hatched 
plans  ;  but  the  one  question  to  which  it  was 
essential  he  should  pin  his  thoughts  constantly- 
eluded  him. 

He  passed  a  hideous  night,  but  before  the 
morning  came  he  saw,  or  partly  saw,  his  way. 
So  far  as  he  could  clearly  see  it,  he  matured 
his  plans.  And  on  the  morrow,  having 
dressed  with  his  usual  scrupulous  nicety,  he 
drove  down  to  the  bank  in  which  he  had  de- 
posited the  greater  part  of  his  money,  and 
asked  to  see  the  manager.  He  was  almost 
instantly  admitted,  and,  conscious  that  his 
face,  command  it  how  he  would,  betrayed 
some  trouble,  made  a  pretence  of  illness. 

'  I  am  hardly  fit  for  pusiness  this  morning, 
but  time  and  tide  wait  for  no  man,  eh  ?  I 
have  had  a  dreatful  night.  Such  heataclie  I 
have  not  known.  Your  Sytney  climate,  I 
fancy,  is  not  goot  for  people  who,  like  myself, 
are  not  accustomed  to  it.' 

The  manager  defended  the  climate  stoutly, 
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and  the  Count,  playing  on  the  theme,  grew  to 
be  more  at  ease. 

'  I  am  running  down  to  Melbourne  for  a 
time ;  then  perhaps  to  Tasmania,  next  to 
Adelaide.  I  shall  look  for  the  chourney  to 
restore  me  a  little,  and  in  the  meantime  I  shall 
tesire  you  to  transfer  my  deposit  to  your 
Adelaide  agents.  I  have  emparked  on  some 
large  speculations  there,  and  shall  have  neet 
of  capital.' 

The  manager  promised  that  these  in- 
structions should  be  promptly  obeyed,  and 
the  Count  rose  to  cro.  He  had  shaken  hands 
and  had  reached  the  door  when  he  turned, 
with  a  laugh. 

'  This  poor  lieat  of  mine  !  I  do  assure  you 
that  I  can  chenerally  contrive  to  keep  it  clear, 
but  with  these  horriple  heataches  I  can  think 
of  nothing.  I  shall  want  to  cash  a  cheque  to- 
day ;  I  shall  want  to  draw  two  thousand 
pounts.' 

The  manager  referred  him  to  the  cashier, 
and  the  Count,  with  his  customary  flourish, 
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withdrew.  He  drew  his  money  in  large  notes, 
taking  only  some  twenty  pounds  in  gold  for 
immediate  use,  and  so  departed. 

The  Count  had  not  embarked  all  his  eggs 
m  one  basket.  He  drove  to  the  other  bank  in 
which  his  money  was  invested,  told  there  a 
similar  story,  drew  a  cheque  for  a  similar 
amount,  and  then  went  home.  He  had  four 
thousand  pounds  with  which  to  begin  the 
world  anew ;  he  was  leaving  the  rest  behind 
him,  but  he  felt  that  it  would  be  an  evil 
policy  to  draw  suspicion  on  himself  at  the 
start  by  making  his  drain  upon  the  banks  too 
heavy. 

When  the  hue  and  cry  opened,  his  transfer 
of  the  money  to  Adelaide  would  at  least  draw 
inquiries  in  that  direction.  Sooner  or  later 
he  would  be  expected  there.  He  knew  that 
he  was  making  an  enormous  sacrifice,  but  he 
was  playing  now  for  life  and  not  for  money. 
In  one  respect  the  born  gambler  and  the  born 
swindler  are  alike.  In  ninety-nine  cases  out 
of  a  hundred  it  is  light  come,  hght  go,  with 
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each  of  them  ;  the  swindler  on  a  large  scale 
was  never  yet  a  miser. 

There  remained  nothing  now  but  to  trust 
to  the  chapter  of  accidents.  Having  sent  ob- 
servation south  and  west,  he  himself  must 
make  his  own  way  north,  and  trust  to  chance 
not  to  be  too  often  recognised. 
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CHAPTEE  XLIV 

The  confession  of  Dogdyke's  suicide  was 
passed  from  hand  to  hand,  and  scrutinised  by- 
each  in  turn.  Barton  knew  the  handwriting 
well,  and  had  no  suspicion  of  the  authorship 
of  the  letter. 

'  That's  what  he's  come  to,  is  it  ?  '  said 
Tom,  sadly.  '  I  should  never  have  thought 
that  he'd  have  found  the  pluck  for  that. 
Poor  old  Dogdyke ;  he  dropped  very  low  at 
the  finish,  but  I  remember  when  he  was  a 
swell,  and  I  was  very  glad  to  know  him.  He 
did  me  a  very  good  turn  once  on  a  time,  and 
for  a  year  or  two  he  was  like  a  father  to  you, 
Michael.' 

Mallard's  one  desire  was  to  close  the  inter- 
view, and  to  be  rid  of  his  unwelcome  visitors. 
The  news  just  brought  did  not  seem  to  aflfect 
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him  in  the  least,  but  the  inteUigence  of  a 
sudden  and  violent  death  had  something 
sacred  in  it  all  the  same,  and  the  silence  which 
fell  on  Barton's  words  was  not  likely  to  be 
broken.  Barton  was  still  shaking  his  head 
over  the  letter,  when  the  servant  who  had 
brought  it  appeared  again. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon  for  interrujoting  you, 
sir,  but  here's  a  person  who  says  that  he  must 
see  you  at  once.  He  has  a  letter  which  he 
says  he  will  only  deliver  into  your  hands 
personally,  sir.' 

'  A  person  ?  '  demanded  the  General. 
'  What  sort  of  person  ?  ' 

'  He's  an  hotel  waiter,  sir,'  the  man  re- 
sponded. 

Mallard  walked  into  the  hall,  and  con- 
fronted the  waiter  to  whom  Dogdyke  bad 
intrusted  his  two  missives  before  he  set  out 
upon  his  fatal  errand. 

'  Well  .P  '  said  the  General,  briefly. 

'  You're  General  Mallard,  sir  ?  '  the  man 
answered. 
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'  I  am  General  Mallard/ 

'  This  letter  was  put  into  my  hands,  sir,' 
said  tlie  waiter,  '  two  days  ago  by  Mr.  Dog- 
dyke,  a  gentleman  staying  in  our  hotel.  If  he 
did  not  come  back  within  forty-eight  hours,  I 
was  to  deliver  it  to  you  personally.  I  am  an 
hour  or  two  late,  sir,  but  I  could  not  get  away 
before.' 

Mallard  took  the  letter  with  a  puzzled 
frown  and  half  opened  it. 

'  Mr.  Dogdyke  ?  '  he  said  questioningly. 

'  Yes,  sir  ;  Mr.  Dogdyke.  I  am  told,  sir,' 
the  man  added  with  a  troubled  air,  '  that 
there's  news  of  Mr.  Dogdyke's  having  been 
found  dead  in  the  bush  thirty  or  forty  miles 
up  country,  and  that  is  why  I  made  bold  not 
to  give  the  letter  to  your  servant.' 

'  Wait  there,'  said  the  General,  curtly,  and 
so  swung  round  upon  his  heel  and  limped 
swiftly  back  into  the  room  in  which  Barton 
and  Hawthorne  awaited  him. 

'  Excuse  me  once  more,'  he  said.  '  This  is 
a  strange  business.     I  have  a  letter  here  from 
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the  man  of  whose  suicide  you  have  just 
learned.  Why  he  should  write  to  me  is  more 
than  I  can  divine.' 

Dogdyke's  letter  was  bulky,  and  its  con- 
tents were  verbose.  Mallard  read  with 
growing  amazement,  and  when  he  had  finished 
banded  the  letter  without  a  word  to  Barton. 

'  General  Mallard,'  said  Tom,  looking  up 
before  he  had  got  half  way  through  Dogdyke's 
epistle,  '  I  think  tliis  is  going  to  be  very 
serious.  If  my  opinion  is  worth  anything, 
the  man  who  forged  your  name  forged  this ' 
— indicating  the  sham  letter  from  Dogdyke. 
'  To  my  mind,  this  spells  murder.  You'll  want 
the  best  advice  you  can  have,  and  if  you'll 
allow  me,  sir,  Mr.  Denton  is  staying  in  my 
house.  You  know  him  well  already.  There's 
no  smarter  lawyer  in  the  world.  Will  you  let 
me  send  for  him  ?  ' 

The  General  assented.  '  I  am  obliged  to 
you,  sir,'  he  said  somewhat  stiffly. 

'  Here,  Michael,'  said  Barton,  '  you  are 
likely  to  be  as  swift  of  foot  as  any  of  them ; 
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get  down  at  once,  and  tell  Denton  to    come 
here.' 

Michael  as  yet  knew  nothing  of  the 
contents  of  the  second  letter,  and  was  in  a 
state  of  complete  amazement  and  mystery  at 
the  behaviour  of  his  seniors.  He  obeyed  at 
once,  however,  and  in  a  little  while,  having 
lighted  upon  a  disengaged  cab  on  his  way, 
was  back  with  Denton.  The  waiter  still 
lingered  in  the  hall,  curious  to  know  the  up- 
shot of  the  affair.  Denton,  once  apprised  of 
the  facts,  set  to  work  with  perfect  coolness. 

'  The  man  who  brought  this  letter — is  he 
still  here  ?  Is  that  the  man  I  saw  in  the  hall  ? 
Bring  him  in.' 

The  waiter,  being  questioned,  returned 
simple  and  intelligent  answers.  The  letter 
had  been  put  into  his  hands  precisely  fifty-one 
hours  ago.  Mr.  Dogdyke  had  mentioned 
casually  that  he  was  going  up  country,  and 
that  he  expected  to  be  back  on  the  same 
evening  at  about  seven  o'clock.  He  had  made 
arrangements  to   check  the   delivery   of  the 
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letter  by  telegram.  No  message  had  arrived, 
and  no  news  bad  been  heard  of  him,  only  a 
rumour  had  spread  throughout  the  city  to  the 
effect  that  his  dead  body  had  been  discovered, 
and  that  he  was  supposed'  to  have  committed 
suicide. 

'  That  will  do,'  said  Denton,  finding  that  it 
had  exhausted  the  man's  stock  of  knowledge. 
'  You  may  go.  You  will  be  wanted  at  the  in- 
quest, and  in  the  meantime  the  less  you  say 
about  this  matter  the  better.  And  now,'  he 
added,  when  he  was  once  more  alone  with 
Mallard,  Barton,  and  Hawthorne,  '  the  first 
thing  to  be  done  is  obviously  to  communicate 
with  the  pohce.  Yon  Herder  will  probably 
suppose  himself  to  be  in  safety,  and  we  may 
trap  him  in  an  hour.' 

'  You  think,'  the  General  asked,  '  that  he 
has  committed  murder  ?  ' 

'I  have  little  doubt  of  it,'  said  Denton. 
'  We  are  certain  at  least  that  Dogdyke  has 
not  committed  suicide.  Let  us  set  to  work  at 
once.     You  kept  the  cab,  Michael  .^  ' 
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*  Yes,'  replied  Hawthorne,  '  it  stands  at  the 
door  still.' 

'  You  and  I,  Mallard,'  said  Denton,  turning 
to  the  General,  '  had  better  drive  at  once  to 
the  police-station.  You  may  get  your  money 
back  yet.' 

It  was  on  the  tip  of  his  tongue  to  say  that 
he  had  had  some  faint  reason  for  suspecting 
the  Count  von  Herder  all  along,  but  his  own 
self-respect  kept  him  silent.  In  the  light 
which  had  newly  fallen,  he  could  see  how 
foolish  his  own  scruples  had  been,  and  it  hit 
him  hard  to  think  that  he  was  himself  in  a 
sense  accessory  to  Dogdyke's  death.  If  his 
own  over-scrupulous  care  for  his  word  had  not 
kept  him  silent,  he  might  have  been  on  Von 
Herder's  track  long  since,  and  this  last  and 
most  terrible  crime  of  all  might  have  been 
prevented.  It  was  useless  to  think  of  that 
now,  but  the  reflection  spurred  him  to  a 
determined  effort  in  pursuit.  The  police  had 
news  of  Dogdyke's  death  already.  The  letter 
found  in  his  pocket  addressed  to  Mrs.  Barton 
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had  been  delivered  by  a  member  of  the  force, 
and  its  contents  had  by  her  been  made  known 
to  the  messenger,  who  had  transcribed  it,  and 
had  indeed  only  delivered  it  after  protest  and 
on  condition  that  it  should  be  carefully 
preserved  and  produced  at  the  inquest.  Den- 
ton, who  had  come  armed  with  both  the 
letters,  surrendered  them  to  the  care  of  the 
inspector. 

'  And  now,'  he  said,  '  1  presume  you  will 
arrest  your  man  at  once  ?  ' 

'  Undoubtedly,'  the  official  answered. 

Instructions  were  issued,  and  two  men 
were  despatched  in  a  cab  to  the  Count's 
residence.  Denton  and  the  General  meanwhile 
awaited  news  at  the  station.  In  less  than  an 
hour  intelligence  reached  them  of  the  Count's 
departure.  His  servant  had  packed  his 
portmanteau  on  the  previous  day,  and  he  had 
left  word  that  all  letters  arriving  for  him 
should  be  addressed  to  him  at  a  bank  in 
Adelaide. 

*  That,'  said  Denton,  '  is  of  course  a  bhnd/ 

VOL.  III.  p 
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The  inspector  nodded,  Avitli  a  smile. 

'  Of  course.  But  we'll  wire  to  Adelaide, 
all  the  same.' 

'  Has  the  man  got  Avind  of  us  already  ?  ' 
the  General  asked.  '  How  did  he  know  that 
this  incriminating  letter  was  in  our  hands  ^  ' 

Denton  stroked  his  chin  thoughtfully  for  a 
second  or  two.  '  Possibly,'  he  answered,  '  he 
may  not  have  taken  the  alarm  at  the  time  at 
which  he  started.  When  did  you  get  news  of 
the  finding  of  the  body  ?  ' 

'  Last  night,  a  little  after  midnight,'  the 
inspector  answered.  '  The  letter  was  brought 
by  a  mounted  messenger  early  this  morning. 
We  shall  have  the  body  down  here  this  evening 
for  identification,  and  since  you  gentlemen 
knew  the  man  I  should  be  glad  if  you  would 
come  and  have  a  look  at  him. 

'  We  can  waste  no  time,'  Denton  inter- 
jected. '  Count  von  Herder  may  have  gone 
to  Adelaide,  believing  himself  to  be  in  safety, 
or  he  may  have  taken  the  alarm,  and  gone 
elsewhere.     I   should   suggest   that  inquiries 
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be  made  at  every  point  of  exit.  The  Count 
is  rather  a  remarkable  man  to  look  at  ;  some- 
body is  sure  to  have  noticed  him.' 

The  hue  and  cry  was  out  now.  Booking- 
clerks,  porters,  dock  officials,  and  steamboat 
clerks  were  everywhere  consulted,  and  in  an 
hour  or  two  it  was  known  that  the  Count  had 
booked  for  Brisbane. 

'  Now,  have  we  time  to  stop  him  there  ?  ' 
Denton  inquired,  eagerly. 

'  No,  sir,'  the  inspector  answered.  '  The 
train,  if  it  were  punctual,  reached  Brisbane  an 
hour  ago.' 

'  We  must  wire  after  him,'  cried  the 
General. 

'  Oh,  sir,'  returned  the  inspector,  '  that  has 
been  done  already.  We  have  wired  to  all  the 
big  centres.  His  only  chance  would  be  to 
drop  off  the  train  before  he  got  there.  It's 
pretty  certain  now  he  knows  we  are  likely  to 
be  after  him.  Adelaide  was  a  blind,  you  see, 
sir.' 

'  When's  the  next  train  north? '  the  General 

p2 
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demanded.  '  I'll  follow  him.  It  will  be  use- 
ful to  have  somebody  at  hand  to  identify  him.* 

'  The  next  train  starts  to-morrow  evening, 
sir,'  the  official  answered. 

'  To-morrow  evening  ! '  responded  Mallard, 
almost  desperately.  '  That  won't  do  for  me. 
Denton,  you'll  accompany  me  ?  ' 

'  Willino^ly,'  said  Denton.  '  I'll  be  of  what 
service  I  can  to  you.  What  do  you  wish  me 
to  do  ?  ' 

'  I  shall  take  a  special  train,'  said  the  Gene- 
ral. 'The  villain  can't  have  had  time  yet  to 
spend  all  the  money  of  which  he  swindled  me. 
He  can't  have  got  through  one  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  pounds  in  four  months.  It 
will  be  worth  while  to  spend  a  little  money  to 
lay  hands  on  him.' 

At  this  juncture  Hawthorne  presented 
himself,  eager  for  the  news. 

He  had  driven  down  in  Barton's  carriage, 
and,  learning  that  the  General  had  resolved  on 
ordering  a  special  train,  ofTered  at  once  to  con- 
duct liim  and  Denton  to  the  railway  station. 
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'  Let  me  come  with  you,  General  Mallard/ 
he  asked,  as  they  drove  away  together.  '  I'd 
like  to  be  of  service  if  I  can.  If  I  had  been 
less  lenient  to  Count  von  Herder  I  might  have 
hunted  him  out  of  Australia,  and  I  feel  as  if 
some  of  the  responsibility  of  this  crime  rested 
upon  my  shoulders.  I  may  be  of  service. 
Let  me  come.' 

The  General  assented,  though  not  with  the 
best  grace  in  the  world.  A  special  train  was 
asked  for,  but  was  not  to  be  had  in  a  minute 
or  an  hour.  There  was  prodigious  telegraph- 
ing to  and  fro,  and  notwithstanding  the 
urgency  of  the  case  and  ^Mallard's  liigh  official 
authority,  there  was  a  heavy  payment  de- 
manded. The  General  drew  out  his  cheque- 
book without  demur,  and  signed  for  the 
amount.  There  had  been  time  to  despatch 
messengers  for  some  little  provision  in  the  way 
of  luggage,  and  time  also  for  the  three  men  to 
snatch  a  hasty  and  agitated  meal.  At  last  the 
train  was  ready,  and  the  three  gentlemen,  ac- 
companied by  an  officer  of  pohce  who  bore  a 
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warrant  for  the  arrest  of  Count  von  Herder  on 
the  double  charge  of  forgery  and  murder,  took 
their  places  and  were  whirled  away.     There 
was  but  little  speech  amongst  them  as  the  train 
sped    on    through    the    blank   void  of  night. 
The  city  was  soon  behind  them,  a  mere  con- 
gregation of  fiery  sparks,  and  then  was  nothing 
— lost,  swallowed  up  in  distance.     After  hours 
and  hours  of  travelling,  they"  picked  up  one 
clue  midway.     The  Count  had   unmistakably 
been  seen  on  the  last  regular  journey,  when 
the  train  had  waited  for  the  customary  twenty 
minutes  to  allow  the  passengers  to  breakfast. 
He  had  been  seen,  and  noted,  by  two  or  three 
people  who  were  unanimous  in  describing  him 
— a  tall,  broad-shouldered,  stout  man, magnifi- 
cently dressed,  and  wearing  much  jewellery — a 
gentleman  who  wore  gold-rimmed  eye-glasses, 
who  was  clean   shaven  except   for   a   mous- 
tache, who   spoke  with  a  foreign  accent,  who 
wore  long  hair  just  touclied  with  grey,  curling 
inwards  at  the  ends,  and    almost  reaching  to 
his  shoulders.     A  noticeable,  scarcely  a  mis- 
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takable  man.  So  far,  then,  they  were  on  the 
track.  On  they  sped  again,  with  the  passion 
of  the  man-hunter  growing  in  every  heart. 
All  but  Hawthorne  had  had  some  experience 
of  that  sensation  before,  but  to  him  it  was 
strikingly  novel  and  absorbing.  Denton,  vi- 
cariously at  least,  had  hunted  hundreds  ;  the 
General  had  tracked  to  his  doom  an  infamous 
rebel  in  the  days  of  the  great  Indian  Mutiny  ; 
and  to  the  pohce  officer  the  chase  was  no  more 
than  a  rather  bigger  thing  than  usual  in  the 
ordinary  way  of  business.  The  hunters,  in 
spite  of  their  excitement,  slumbered  now  and 
then,  and  when  Hawthorne  awoke  with  a  start 
from  some  brief  dream-broken  nap,  as  he  did 
pretty  often  in  the  course  of  his  journey,  the 
slumbering  elders  looked  a  little  ghastly  to 
him.  Denton,  with  his  mouth  open  and  his 
head  pendent  on  one  side,  looked  rather  like  a 
criminal  on  whom  the  last  sentence  of  the  law 
had  been  executed  than  a  respectable  member 
of  society  and  the  Bar  engaged  in  the  attempt 
to  enforce  justice.     Mallard  sat  shaking  to  the 
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motion  of  the  train,  grotesquely  unlike  himself, 
with  his  eyeglass  fixed  in  a  closed  eye,  and  his 
head  rolling  from  side  to  side  like  that  of  a 
porcelain  mandarin  set  nodding. 

The  very  gravity  of  the  issue  involved  in 
the  journey  made  these  trifles  emphatic,  and 
begat  in  Hawtliorne's  mind  a  sense  of  the 
ludicrous,  not  altogether  untouched  by 
hysteria.  He  could  have  laughed  aloud  had 
it  not  been  for  shame  at  the  absurdity  of 
Denton's  half-dead,  half-drunken  look  of 
savoir  faire^  with  his  head  lurched  on  his 
shoulders,  and  his  nose  trumpeting  forth 
broken  music.  But  the  hunter's  zeal  was 
uppermost  in  spite  of  all,  and  he  longed  to  be 
at  physical  grips  with  the  villain  who  had 
first,  for  his  own  purpose,  apprised  him  of  his 
origin.  The  Count  had  given  Hawthorne  a 
father  and  a  mother,  and  in  spite  of  all  the 
troubles  this  newly-revealed  relationship  had 
brought  upon  him  the  young  man's  heart 
was  full  of  love  for  both  of  them.  But  the 
poor  Dogdyke,  whom  he  faintly  remembered 
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tbrougli  dim  and  far  away  mists  of  infancy, 
lay  dead  at  tliis  scoundrers  hands,  and  the 
girl  Hawthorne  loved  witli  all  his  soul  had 
been  almost  beggared  by  him.  Sleep  was 
disturbed  by  monstrous  dreams,  and  the 
minutes  of  waiting  were  filled  witli  ridiculous 
fancies,  and  throuo-h  them  all  the  awakened 
man-hunting  spirit  burned.  About  three 
o'clock  in  the  evening  all  were  sleeping,  half 
sick  witli  the  constant  rocking  of  the  train, 
which  for  the  last  thirty  miles  had  been  forced 
at  its  highest  speed,  and  half  conscious  of  a 
biting  sunhght  through  closed  eyelids,  when 
the  brake  was  suddenly  applied,  and  the  loud 
jarring  of  the  wheels  and  the  clatter  of  shaking 
windows  shook  them  broad  awake. 

'  What's  the  matter  here  ?  '  cried  Denton. 

The  ofiicer  sprang  to  his  feet,  threw  down 
the  window,  and  reported  the  danger  signal 
not  far  ahead. 

'  We're  within  a  mile  of  the  last  station 
before  Brisbane,  gentlemen,'  he  added.  '  It's 
as  likely  as  not  our  man  might  have  dropped 
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off  here.  We'd  better  ask.  Shall  I  give  him 
the  word  to  stop  ? ' 

Denton  assenting,  the  man  opened  the 
door,  climbed  down  to  the  permanent  way, 
and  walked  towards  the  engine.  He  had 
there  a  moment's  conversation  with  the  driver, 
and,  returning,  had  barely  seated  himself 
when,  witli  a  scream,  the  train  started  once 
more.  In  five  minutes  they  drew  up  at  a 
platform.  Denton's  head  had  been  through 
the  window  for  the  last  sixty  seconds,  and 
when  the  train  drew  up,  a  police  officer  wait- 
ing on  the  platform  ran  towards  him. 

'  General  Mallard's  special  ?  ' 

'Yes.' 

'  Your  man  dropped  off  here  just  this 
time  yesterday.' 
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CHAPTEE   XLY 

The  Count  von  Herder  was  not  the  man  to 
run  his  head  into  a  trap  if  he  knew  it.  He 
had  reckoned  on  the  possibihty,  the  almost 
certainty,  of  a  wire  reacliing  Brisbane  before 
the  arrival  of  the  train,  and  had  taken  the 
only  chance  open  to  him.  By  this  time  his 
plan  was  clear  in  his  own  mind,  and  save  for 
the  necessary  departures  which  might  be 
forced  upon  him  by  circumstances,  he  had 
arranged  it  in  almost  every  detail.  Spite  of 
liis  stoic  nerve,  his  heart  beat  flutteringly  as 
he  stepped  on  the  platform,  portmanteau  in 
hand.  But  his  foreign  afiability  and  con- 
descension were  as  marked  as  ever.  When 
the  train  had  cleared  the  platform,  and  his 
quick  eye  had  taken  note  of  the  fact  that  no 
guardian  of  the  peace  was  present  there,  he 
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hailed  a  porter  and  made  inquiries  about  the 
address  of  an  imaginary  resident  in  the 
neighbourhood.  Naturally  enough ,  the  porter 
had  no  knowledge  of  the  imaginary  resident, 
and  referred  him  to  a  sunburnt  corn-stalk  of  a 
man  who  sat  languidly  smoking  on  the  driver's 
seat  of  a  buggy  outside  the  station.  He, 
though  professing  to  know  the  whole  district 
to  a  range  of  twenty  miles,  was  equally  ig- 
norant with  the  porter,  and  the  Count,  with  a 
comic  despair,  professed  that  he  might  as  well 
have  gone  straight  to  Brisbane.  He  had  been 
told,  he  said,  that  he  would  save  an  hour's 
hard  driving  by  alighting  here,  and  now  all 
that  remained  to  him  was  to  increase  the 
length  of  his  journey  by  a  drive  into  Brisbane, 
where  he  would  easily  be  able  to  find  the 
address  he  needed.  He  chatted  amiably  to 
the  long  man  on  the  box  of  the  buggy,  con- 
cluded his  bargain,  tipped  the  porter  for 
assisting  him  with  his  portmanteau,  and  was 
driven  away.  All  things  considered,  the  man's 
possession  of  himself  was  colossal. 
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The  driver  happened  to  be  a  talkative  man, 
and  kept  the  Count  engaged  in  a  conversation 
nearly    all    the   way.     He   was   full    of  con- 
descension and  amiability,  listened  with  well- 
feigned   interest    to  whatever  his  companion 
had  to  say,  and  responded  with  an  unflagging 
good    humour,   for    the    mere    semblance    of 
which  he  paid    a  terrible  price  within.     He 
was  flying  for  his  life,  and  at  any  moment  the 
winged  messenger  of  the   wire,  who   is   the 
chief  dragon  of  the  escaping  criminal   now- 
a-days,  might  bring  detection  and  arrest  upon 
him  ;  but    to  seem    alarmed  or  nervous  was 
the  surest  way  to  draw  down  suspicion,  and  to 
play  tlie  part  of  a  gentleman    altogether  at 
ease  was  the  surest  way  of  disarming  it.     He 
listened,  therefore,  to    the  driver's   ceaseless 
flow  of  trifles,  and  chatted  back  to  liim  about 
the  most  trivial  incidents  of  his  journey,  the 
state  of  the  weather,  the  rate  of  wages,  the 
yield  of  last  year's  wool,  and  a  hundred  other 
things  in  which  he  took  no  earthly  interest. 
All  the  while  in  his  own  mind  the  clamour  of 
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pursuit  was  at  his  heels,  and  all  the  while  the 
recumbent  body  of  the  dead  Dogdyke  stretched 
out  a  hand  which  pointed  a  threatening  re- 
volver at  his  heart.  He  suffered  horribly,  but 
he  suffered  with  a  great  composure. 

'  We're  pretty  nigh  on  Brisbane  now,  sir, 
said  the  driver  at  length.     '  There's  a  peep  of 
the   river,  and,    once    round   that    clump    of 
bamboos  yonder,  you'll  see  the  city.' 

'  Inteet,'  the  Count  responded.  '  I'd 
thought  that  the  chourney  was  longer.  You 
have  passed  away  the  time  very  nicely  by 
your  agreeable  gonversation,  my  frient.' 

The  compliment  seemed  to  turn  the 
hitherto  conversational  and  amiable  driver  a 
little  sulky,  for  he  responded  rather  gruffly  : — 

'  There,  you  see  it  ?  Where  do  you  want 
to  drive  to  ? ' 

'  There  is  an  hotel  called  the  Pelle  Feu  P  ' 
said  the  Count. 

'The  Belle  Yue  ?  Yes.  Want  to  go 
there  ^ ' 

'If    you    please/    the    Count    answered, 


TIME'S  REVENGES  223 

sweetly.  His  lieart  beat  more  and  more 
rapidly  as  he  entered  the  streets  of  tlie  city. 
The  next  hour  would  in  all  probabihty  decide 
his  fate,  and  meantime,  for  aught  he  knew,  he 
might  be  entering  the  very  jaws  of  the  lion. 
The  position  was  difficult,  but  he  braced  him- 
self to  meet  it. 

Arrived  at  the  hotel,  he  paid  the  driver 
handsomely,  but  not  extravagantly  enough  to 
excite  the  suspicion  which  he  constantly 
dreaded  to  awaken ;  saw  his  portmanteau 
carried  into  the  hall  of  the  hotel,  and  had  his 
name  entered  in  the  books  as  Mr.  Schneider, 
of  Melbourne. 

He  drank  a  glass  of  sherry  and  bitters,  lit 
a  cigar,  and  walked  out  of  the  house.  The 
four  thousand  pounds  he  had  drawn  was 
snugly  tucked  away  in  notes  and  gold  in  a 
money  belt  strapped  about  his  body,  and  as  he 
walked  he  felt  it  once  or  twice  with  his  hands 
to  make  sure  of  its  presence  there.  Many 
people  remarked  him  in  the  streets,  and  he 
was    aware    of    their    scrutiny.       Strangely 
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enough,  dangerous  as  it  was  to  him  to  be 
noticed,  he  felt,  as  he  had  always  done,  a  cer- 
tain pride  in  the  interest  he  excited.  He  was 
a  mass  of  vanities,  and  he  had  long  since 
accepted  the  general  observation  awakened  by 
his  dress,  his  swagger,  and  his  overdone  air  of 
self-importance,  as  attributable  to  his  personal 
charms.  Even  now  that  it  might  have  been 
worth  life  and  liberty  to  him  to  be  shrouded 
in  blank  darkness,  he  felt  pleased  at  the  in- 
terest he  excited. 

He  had  heard  casually,  months  and  months 
ago,  loDg  before  he  had  ever  guessed  that  the 
information  would  be  of  use  to  him,  of  a  cer- 
tain gambhng-house  which  stood  near  the 
river,  on  the  seaward  outskirts  of  the  town. 
In  those  days,  when  manners  were  freer  than 
they  have  been  of  late  years,  when  the  police 
were  not  so  well  organised  as  now,  and  when 
the  gambling  spirit  ran  high  amongst  all 
classes,  this  place  had  had  a  great  repute. 
But  it  had  now  fallen  into  desuetude,  except 
for  a  clientele  of  scoundrels,  white  and  yellow, 
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who  still,  in  defiance  of  the  pubhc  regulations, 
kept  up  some  faint  copy  of  the  old  tradition. 
Twenty  years]  back  thousands  of  pounds  had 
changed  hands  in  a  night  there,  and  the 
Chinese  proprietor  of  the  place  had  amassed  a 
fortune.  There  had  been  luxurious  saloons 
for  smoking,  saloons  as  gorgeous  for  the  re- 
freshment of  the  visitors  of  the  place,  and 
fantan  had  yielded  fortunes  to  its  votaries,  or 
left  them  all  but  naked. 

The  Count  von  Herder  had  some  hope 
that  he  could  find  this  place,  and  looked  to  it 
as  to  an  ark  of  safety.  He  walked  until  town 
began  to  fade  into  country.  There  was  still  a 
mixture  of  the  two,  and  on  the  riverside  there 
were  blocks  defaced  by  half-completed  build- 
ing operations.  Here  and  there  a  Mongohan 
in  his  blue  linen  blouse,  and  under  the  shade 
of  his  pagoda-shaped  hat,  worked  leisurely  in 
his  own  inclosure.  Two  or  three  hundred 
yards  away  was  a  hybrid  sort  of  house,  half 
water  creature,  half  land  creature.  The  river 
side  of  it  was  built  on  piles,  and  it  was  all 
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outwardly  of  wood  and  corrugated  iron.  It 
was  a  biggisli  edifice,  but  looked  as  if  it  were 
fast  tumbling  into  ruin. 

The  Count  wondered  if  this  might  be  the 
place  he  sought,  and  assuring  himself  by  a 
backward  and  forward  inspection  of  the  road 
that  he  was  unobserved,  he  hailed  a  worker  in 
a  little  patch  of  garden  at  his  left. 

' John ! ' 

The  man  raised  an  expressionless,  orange- 
coloured  face,  and  looked  at  him  with  a  Hst- 
less,  sleepy  inquiry.  The  Count  drew  a  half- 
crown  from  his  pocket,  and  held  it  up  between 
his  gloved  thumb  and  forefinger. 

'  Come  here  !  ' 

The  Mongolian  approached,  smiling  at  the 
coin. 

'  Dit  you  ever  hear  of  the  game  of  fantan, 
my  frient  ? '  inquired  the  Count. 

The  Oriental's  eyes  twinkled,  but  he  said 
nothing. 

'  What ! '  said  Von  Herder,  '  you  never 
heard  of  the  game  of  fantan  ?     Eh — never  ?  ' 
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'  Sometimes,'  said  the  Celestial. 

'  Do  tliey  play  it,'  inquired  the  Count,  '  in 
that  big  house  over  yonder  ?  ' 

'  Sometiines.' 

'  Can  one  get  a  smoke  there  ?  '  the  Count 
inquired,  approaching  the  coin  to  the 
Celestial's  palm.  '  Can  I  have  a  little  quiet 
smoke  there  ? ' 

'  Opee  ? '  asked  the  gardener. 

'  Yes,'  said  the  Count. 

'  Yes,'  said  the  Chinaman. 

The  Count  dropped  the  half-crown  into 
his  palm,  and  sauntered  on.  Not  a  creature 
was  in  sight,  and  he  began  to  feel  that  he 
was  at  least  within  measurable  distance  of 
safety. 

The  house  stood  before  him,  apparently 
deserted,  like  some  great  centipede  walking 
with  a  hundred  slimy  legs  from  land  to  water, 
and  suddenly  arrested  in  its  course.  Some  of 
the  windows  were  boarded  up,  and  the  glass 
in  others  was  broken.  The  whole  place  had 
a  weird,  unoccupied  aspect,  and  wore,  too,  a 
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certain  air  of  the  night  about  it,  as  if  it  were 
ashamed  to  be  abroad  in  dayhght. 

When  he  reached  the  door  he  found  it 
open,  and  entering  he  struck  with  his  walking- 
cane  twice  or  thrice  upon  the  floor.  There 
was  no  response,  but  an  open  door  within  the 
corridor  invited  him,  and  he  ventured  into  the 
ill-ht  room,  which  reeked  of  opium.  A 
yellow,  wrinkled  man  rose  at  his  entrance, 
and  approached  him  with  lacklustre  eyes. 

'  Goot  day,'  said  the  Count. 

'Velly  good  day,'  the  wrinkled  man 
answered. 

'  Can  you  gif  me  a  pipe  ? '  asked  the  Count. 

The  yellow  skeleton,  with  the  parchment 
skin  shining  tightly  on  his  forehead,  nodded 
by  way  of  answer. 

'  And  a  private  room  ? '  the  visitor  de- 
manded. 

The  man  nodded  once  more. 

'That  will  do,'  said  the  Count.  'Show 
me  the  way.' 

The   man   shuffled   before   him,   and   led 
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him  to  an  apartment  fnrnislied  solely  with 
a  carpet  which  had  once  been  handsome, 
and  a  ragged  settee  of  ruby-coloured  velvet. 
The  Count  closed  the  door,  and  faced  his 
host. 

'  Does  this  place  pelong  to  you  ? '  he  asked. 

'All  belong  a  me,'  the  man  responded. 
'  No  good  now.' 

'  You  understand  what  I  am  saying  to 
you?' 

'Telly  well,'  said  the  Chinaman.  'John 
he  sabe  you,  not  fear.' 

'  Should  you  like,'  said  the  Count,  bending 
over  him  and  speaking  in  a  whisper,  '  should 
you  like  to  earn  fifty  pounts  ?  ' 

The  yellow  skeleton  grinned  and  leered  at 
him  by  way  of  sole  response. 

'You  understand  me — eh  ?  ' 

'  Xo  fear,'  the  other  answered.  '  Under- 
stand, sabe  all  lity.' 

'  I  don't  want  to  smoke  a  pipe,'  said  the 
Count,  '  but  I  want  to  be  quiet.' 

'  All  litv.' 
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'  I  want  you  to  find  for  me  a  boat  which 
will  take  me  anywhere  from  here.' 

The  man  nodded  and  twinkled,  but  made 
no  verbal  answer. 

'  Can  you  do  it  ?  If  you  can,  I'll  pay  you 
fifty  pounts.' 

He  drew  off  his  left-hand  glove,  thrust  his 
hand  into  his  trouser  pocket,  and  shook  there 
a  handful  of  gold. 

The  Celestial  was  wide  awake  by  this  time, 
and  smiled  horribly  at  the  Count.  The  Count 
withdrew  his  hand,  and  showed  a  pile  of 
sovereigns. 

'  Fifty  pounts,  my  goot  frient,  if  you  will 
keep  me  quiet  somewhere — anywhere,  until 
you  can  fiud  me  a  boat — a  steamboat.  You 
understand  ? ' 

'  All  lity,'  his  host  responded.  '  You 
stoppee  here.     Do  it  all.     No  fear,  my  word.' 

The  Count  beckoned  for  the  other's  band, 
and  doled  out  on  to  his  palm  ten  sovereigns, 
one  by  one. 
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'  You  understand  ?  '  he  said.  '  Forty  more 
when  you  liaf  found  the  boat.' 

'  You  stoppee  here.     All  lity,  no  ellor.' 

The  Count,  disposing  his  hat  on  the  floor, 
sat  down  on  the  settee  and  prepared  himself 
to  wait.  His  protector  shuffled  away  in  his 
wide,  blue  linen  trousers  and  boots,  closing  the 
door  behind  him,  and  leaving  the  Count  to 
solitude  and  his  own  reflections. 

He  sat  plunged  deep  in  speculations,  when, 
without  any  preface,  a  little  half-bred  Chinese 
boy  flung  the  door  open  with  a  bang,  and 
closed  it  behind  him  with  a  bang,  and  swag- 
gered into  the  apartment.  He  Avas  three  feet 
hi^h  at  the  outside,  but  judoincf  from  his 
countenance  he  might  have  been  ninety  or  a 
hundred  years  of  age.  He  was  dressed  in  an 
odd  compromise  between  Chinese  and  Euro- 
pean fashion.  His  trousers  were  of  corduroy, 
and  he  carried  his  hands  in  liis  pockets,  but 
he  wore  the  distinctive  Chinese  hat,  blouse, 
and  boots.     He  nursed  in  his  cheek  a  quid 
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of    tobacco,    and    occasionally   expectorated 
with  no  embarrassment  upon  the  carpet. 

'  Say,  boss,'  he  began,  with  an  accent  of 
Irish.  '  Dad  wants  to  know — you  ain't  going 
away  in  them  togs,  are  you?  Will  I  buy 
something  else  for  you  ? ' 

'  You're  a  fery  defer  little  boy,  my  young 
frient,'  the  Count  responded,  piercing  through 
the  apparent  disguise  of  years.  'That  is  a 
very  excellent  itea.  You  shall  puy  for  me  a 
suit  of  clothes.' 

'Ye'll  not  want  'em  swagger,'  said  the 
boy,  '  like  them  things  you're  wearing  ?  ' 

'  You  are  a  fery  defer  boy,'  the  Count  re- 
sponded. '  I  shall  not  want  them  swagger. 
Come  here,  my  defer  little  boy,  there's  a 
sovereign  for  you.' 

The  boy  took  the  sovereign  with  a  grin, 
spat  on  it,  and  thrust  it  into  his  trousers 
pocket. 

'  Stand  up,'  he  said.  '  Let  me  have  a  look 
at  you.' 

The    Count   smilingly  obeyed.     The   boy 
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walked  deliberately  round  him,  nodding  once 
or  twice,  and  ended  liis  inspection  by  the 
remark  that  he  thought  he  could  fit  him 
pretty  decent.  He  then  left  the  room,  and  for 
the  space  of  two  hours  the  Count  was  left 
entirely  to  himself.  The  time  hung  heavily, 
and  but  for  an  occasional  consultation  of  his 
watch,  he  would  have  believed  his  time  of 
loneHness  double  its  real  length.  The  boy 
returned  at  last  with  a  parcel  and  a  companion. 

The  companion,  a  middle-aged,  expres- 
sionless Chinaman,  brought  in  with  him  a 
bamboo  chair,  and  a  small  bamboo  table. 
Having  set  these  down  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor,  he  retired,  and  in  a  minute  or  therea- 
bouts returned  with  a  steaming  tin  of  hot 
water,  which  he  set  upon  the  table.  He  pro- 
duced a  set  of  razors,  a  soap  ball,  a  shaving 
brush,  a  comb,  a  pair  of  scissors,  and  a  towel, 
and,  unfolding  the  latter,  stood  evidently 
awaiting  the  Count. 

'  You  are  a  fery  defer  little  boy,  inteet,' 
said  Yon  Herder,  nodding  to  the  boy. 
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Witli  no  further  words  lie  placed  himself 
in  the  chair,  and  the  Chinese  barber  busied 
himself  about  him.  The  flowing  locks  were 
cut  short,  the  moustache,  of  whicli  the  Count 
had  for  so  many  years  been  proud,  dis- 
appeared beneath  the  razor.  When  the 
operation  was  completed,  the  barber  handed 
him  a  little  circular  mirror,  and  Yon  Herder 
inspected  himself  with  a  start  of  surprise. 
The  metamorphosis  was  remarkable.  He 
nodded  once  again  to  the  boy,  who  had 
superintended  the  whole  operation  with  a 
grinning  interest. 

'  You  are  a  fery  defer  little  boy,  inteet. 
I  shall  not  forget  you.' 

The  barber  withdrew,  and  the  boy  un- 
folded the  parcel,  which  was  larger  than 
himself,  and  contained  three  complete  suits  of 
clothes.  The  Count,  with  a  fastidious  reluct- 
ance, chose  a  suit  of  serge  which  seemed 
likely  to  fit  him,  and  divesting  himself  of  his 
own  dress,  assumed  this.  It  was  somewhat 
too   loose   and   large   for   him,    but   he   was 
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convinced  that  this  aspect  presented  nothing 
extraordinary.  A  peaked  sailor  cap  went  with 
the  suit,  and  by  the  aid  of  the  barber's  hand 
mirror  he  surveyed  himself  as  well  as  he  could, 
and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  disguise 
would  serve. 

'  They  won't  do,'  said  the  boy,  pointing  to 
the  Count's  jewelled  fingers.  'Xor  they, 
neither,'  pointing  to  the  boots. 

Von  Herder  withdrew  the  rings,  and 
slipped  them  into  his  pocket.  Then  he  trans- 
ferred from  his  discarded  raiment  his  watch, 
chain,  handkerchief,  pocket-book,  and  money. 
The  boy's  eyes  glittered  at  the  sight  of  the 
gold,  and  the  Count  laughed  at  him  encourag- 
ingly. 

'  You  shall  haf  your  share,'  said  the  Count. 
'  In  the  meantime,  my  capable  little  frient,  I 
make  you  a  present  of  these  garments.  You 
shall  get  me  a  pair  of  boots,  and  these  shall 
belong  to  you.' 

The  barber,  having  returned,  stood  in  ex- 
pectation of  his  fee.     The  Count  thought  it 


236  TIME'S  REVENGES 

well  at  such  a  moment  to  be  generous,  and 
offered  him  a  sovereign.  The  man  drew  back 
and  shook  his  head  wordlessly.  Von  Herder 
offered  him  two.  The  man,  still  without  a 
word,  accepted  the  increased  proffer,  bowed, 
and  retired. 

'  Pay  pretty  smart  for  a  shave,  don't  you  ?  * 
said  the  boy. 

The  Count  laughed,  and  sat  back  in  his 
seat,  stretching  out  a  foot. 

'  Measure  that,'  he  said. 

The  boy  obeyed  and  went  away. 

There  was  another  waiting  silence  of  an 
hour,  and  at  the  end  of  it  the  messenger  re- 
turned with  half  a  dozen  pairs  of  second-hand 
boots. 

Von  Herder  completed  his  outfit,  and  once 
more  resigned  himself  to  patience. 

'  Have  anything  to  eat  ?  '  asked  the  boy. 

'  Nothing  to  eat,'  the  fugitive  returned. 

'  Anything  in  the  way  of  liquor  ?  There's 
fizz  a  quid  a  bottle.' 

'  Bring  me  a  pottle,'  said  the  Count. 
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He  sat  over  his  ^vine  till  long  after  night- 
fall. The  house  was  almost  entirely  silent, 
and  no  light  was  brought  to  him.  He  struck 
a  vesta  to  consult  his  watch,  after  what 
seemed  an  intolerable  time  of  waiting,  and 
found  that  it  was  as  yet  only  nine  o'clock. 
There  was  a  step  outside,  and  the  door 
creaked  on  its  hinges. 

'  Eeady  in  half  an  hour,'  said  the  boy's 
voice. 

'  All  right,'  Yon  Herder  answered,  '  in  half 
an  hour." 
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CHAPTER  XLVI 

In  the  deep  silence  which  ensued,  the  fugitive 
could  hear  the  ticking  of  his  watch  and  the 
beating  of  his  own  heart.  Now  and  again 
a  lazy  wash  broke  against  the  piles  of  which 
the  front  of  the  house  was  built,  but  no  other 
sounds  disturbed  the  intense  silence  of  the 
nioht.  Once  or  twice  the  halloa  of  a  distant 
reveller  was  heard,  but  the  house  itself 
seemed  dead  and,  except  for  himself,  deserted. 
At  length,  when  the  half-hour  had  seemed 
drawn  into  a  month,  the  boy  returned,  and 
with  him  came  the  old  man  carrying  a 
lantern. 

'  All  lightee  ?  '  the  ancient  skeleton  asked, 
peering  at  his  guest.  'Eh?  Boatee  leady. 
Go  soon  as  you  likee.' 

The  Count  rose  to  his  feet  with  a  nod  and 
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made  a  movement  towards  the  door,  but  the 
old  man  stretched  out  the  lantern  as  if  to 
intercept  him. 

'  Pay  first,'  he  said. 

The  Count  looked  darkly  and  doubtfully 
from  the  old  man  to  the  boy  and  back  again. 

'  It's  all  square,  boss,'  said  the  boy.  '  You 
needn't  have  no  fear ;  the  old  chap  isn't  up 
to  any  hanky-panky  ;  the  boat's  there  right 
enough,  and  we'll  have  yer  aboard  in  five 
minutes.' 

'  You  know,  my  little  frient,'  said  Yon 
Herder,  deliberately,  '  that  I  am  very  much 
pressed  to  get  away  from  here.  If  I  am  not 
got  away  from  here  I  might  be  tangerous. 
Perhaps  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  tell  the  old 
chentleman.' 

'All  lightee,'  said  the  old  gentleman. 
'  John  sabe.     No  ellor  ;  boaty  leady.' 

The  Count  hngeringly  drew  a  handful  of 
gold  from  his  pocket,  and  counted  down  fifty 
sovereigns  into  the  outstretched  yeUow  palm 
of  the  old  man. 
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'  Better  get  now,'  said  the  boy,  and  under 
his  guidance  the  runaway  set  out,  walking 
clumsily  and  with  some  pain  in  his  heavy  and 
ill-fitting  boots. 

The  night  was  clouded  and  heavy,  and 
as  dark  as  pitch ;  behind  them  gleamed  the 
lights  of  the  city,  but  in  front  nothing  was 
visible  save  the  dull  lines  of  the  horizon,  and 
now  and  then  a  sullen  gleam  of  the  river. 
The  boy  took  the  Count  by  the  sleeve  and  led 
him. 

'  I  know  the  way  ;  come  along.  There's 
no  danger  now,  I  tell  you/ 

The  bamboo  clumps  stirred  and  creaked 
with  the  strange  suspicious  noise  peculiar  to 
them,  though  no  breath  of  air  disturbed  the 
night.  The  sulky  light  of  the  river  gleamed 
and  disappeared.  A  night  bird  uttered  a  cry 
which  was  echoed  from  great  distances.  A 
street  organ  a  mile  away  struck  up  '  The  Girl 
I  Left  Behind  Me,'  and  the  notes,  though  faint 
and  distant,  were  distinctly  audible. 

'  Eound  here,'  said  the  boy,  still  tugging 
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the  Count  by  the  wristband  of  his  coat. 
*  Eound  to  the  left ;  there  you  see  her.  She's 
got  steam  up  already.' 

A  black  hulk  lay  by  the  river  bank  not 
more  than  thirty  yards  away,  a  red  hght 
gleaming  on  her  deck. 

'  Look  here,  boss,  you're  not  going  to 
forget  me,  any  way,  are  you  ?  ' 

'  No,  no,'  the  Count  answered,  with  his 
heart  knocking  against  his  ribs  so  heavily  that 
it  muffled  his  breathing,  and  for  a  moment 
almost  deprived  him  of  speech.  '  You  shall 
be  remembered.' 

He  thrust  a  shaking  hand  haphazard  into 
his  pocket  and  drew  out  a  little  handful  of 
gold  and  silver,  and  clutched  it  until  he 
came  alongside  the  boat. 

'  Here  ye  are,'  said  the  boy.  '  There's  the 
plank  ;  can't  you  see  where  you're  going  ? ' 

'I  haf  laid  aside  my  spectacles,'  Yon 
Herder  answered,  almost  glowering  at  the 
boy.  He  felt  in  some  blind,  vague  way  as 
if  this  were    the  supreme   moment,    and  his 
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emotion  almost  choked  him.  Once  aboard 
the  boat  he  would  feel  safer,  would  gather 
himself  together  again,  and  be  his  own  self 
once  more. 

The  boy  guided  his  feet  and  led  him  along 
the  broad  plank  ;  a  man  on  board  stretched 
out  a  hand  to  him  and  helped  him  to  the  deck. 

'  ^11  right,  Patsie  ?  '  asked  the  boy. 

'All  right,'  answered  the  man  addressed. 
'Get,  ye  varmint.' 

'  Wait  a  bit ;  I  haven't  done  yet.  You've 
got  something  for  me,  to^s?' 

'  Yes,  yes,'  the  Count  answered,  hurriedly, 
and  thrust  the  money  he  had  ready  into  the 
boy's  extended  palm. 

The  lad  gave  a  wild  whoop,  broke  into  a 
dancing  step,  and  then  dashed  down  the  plank 
into  the  darkness. 

'  We've  got  a  bit  of  a  cabin,  sir,'  said  the 
Count's  unseen  interlocutor ;  '  if  you'd  like 
to  come  down  into  it,  we  can  talk  business.' 

*Go  on,'  Von  Herder  answered.  'Lead 
the  way.* 
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The  man,  seizing  the  Lantern,  guided  Yon 
Herder's  footsteps  carefully  along  the  deck, 
which  was  untidily  lumbered  with  odds  and 
ends  of  all  sorts.  He  led  him  by  a  narrow 
companion-way  below,  and  there  inducted 
him  into  a  little  box  of  a  cabin  in  which  there 
was  barely  room  for  the  two  to  sit  together. 
The  Count  squeezed  himself  round  a  table 
which  stood  fixed  in  the  centre  of  this  minute 
apartment,  and  the  man,  setting  the  lantern 
before  him,  seated  himself  on  the  opposite 
side. 

'  I'm  skipper  of  this  craft,'  he  said,  '  and 
I've  had  the  tip  that  there's  a  gentleman  who 
has  reasons  of  his  own  for  wanting  to  get 
away.  I'm  told  he'll  pay  pretty  well  for  the 
job.  Xow,  I'm  provisioned  for  a  fortnight, 
and  I'm  game  to  run  to  Xoumea,  and  then  if 
you'd  like  I'll  get  on  as  far  as  Fiji ;  but  I  shall 
want  paying  for  it.  What  are  you  game  to 
stand  ? ' 

'  Get  me  to  Noumea,'  the  Count  answered, 
'  and  I'll  pay  you  one  huntret  pounts.' 

B  2 
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'  Make  it  two,'  said  the  skipper. 

'  Make  it  two,'  the  Count  answered. 

It  was  not  worth  his  while  to  haggle  over  a 
hundred  pounds  whilst  his  neck  was  in  danger. 
Mone}^  was  easily  to  be  made  again,  according 
to  his  experience,  but  once  in  the  hands  of 
justice  there  was  no  hope  for  him. 

'  All  right,'  said  the  skipper.  '  I'll  take  it 
money  down,  if  you  please.' 

'  No,  no,'  said  the  Count.  '  I'll  gif  you 
fifty  pounts  down,  and  you  shall  haf  the  rest 
when  we  get  there.' 

The  other  cogitated  a  little,  staring  at  him 
with  knitted  brows  and  sullen  eyes.  He  was 
a  sun-tanned,  bearded  fellow  with  a  broken 
nose,  and  a  forehead  wrinkled  like  corrugated 
zinc  from  long  exposure  to  tropic  suns. 

'That'll  do,'  he  answered.  'Plank  it 
down.' 

The  Count  drew  forth  his  pocket-book, 
and,  opening  it,  revealed  a  wealthy  roll  of 
notes.  He  doled  out  fifty  pounds  from  it. 
The    man,  taking    each  note   between    finger 
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and  thumb,  laid  the  paper  flat,  inspected 
printing  and  water-mark  intently  by  the 
light  of  the  candle,  and  finally  folded  up  the 
notes  and  shoved  them  into  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  pressing  them  tightly  down  with  a 
tar-stained  thumb.  Then,  throwing  open  the 
door  behind  him  which  he  had  closed  care- 
fully at  the  beginning  of  tlie  interview,  he 
said  in  an  ordinary  voice  : — 

'  Go  ahead  there  ! ' 

A  voice  from  the  outer  darkness  responded 
*  Aye,  aye  ! '  and  in  a  minute  the  boat  began 
to  move. 

Once  more  the  Count  von  Herder  was 
left  to  his  own  reflections.  He  asked  for,  and 
was  provided  with,  a  biscuit  and  a  glass  of 
rum,  and  though  the  pangs  of  hunger  gnawed 
him,  and  filled  him  with  an  absolute  nausea, 
he  felt  that  any  richer  fare  would  Jiave  been 
intolerable  to  him.  He  soaked  the  biscuit  in 
the  raw  spirit,  and,  little  by  little,  contrived  to 
swallow  it.  The  boat  moved  slowly,  winding 
a  cautious  way  round  the  curves  of  the  river. 
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There  were  cries  from  the  bows  every  now 
and  then  to  direct  tlie  steersman,  sung  out  in 
a  wild,  melancholy  voice  which  sounded  fore- 
boding to  the  listener's  ears.  The  paddles 
turned  noiselessly  in  the  water,  and  the 
throbbing  of  the  engine  shook  the  small  craft 
with  a  sudden  strong  tremor  as  the  beating  of 
the  listener's  heart  shook  his  frame.  The 
confinement  to  the  cabin  by-and-bye  became 
intolerable  to  him,  and  squeezing  past  the 
table  once  more,  he  groped  his  way  by  the 
companion  ladder,  and  came  upon  the  deck. 
There  was  a  lift  here  and  there  in  the  sky  that 
broke  into  the  close,  oppressive  gloom,  and 
the  stars  twinkled  intermittently,  and  were 
veiled  again ;  the  flat  landscape  gloomed  at 
either  side  indistinguishably. 

Suddenly  a  glow  in  the  distance  caught 
his  eye,  and  he  could  hear  the  quick  snorting 
of  a  smaller  steamer  in  the  rear.  He 
watched  the  glow,  and  for  a  moment 
fancied  that  it  Avas  shooting  away  from  him 
on  a   parallel  hne  ;  but   even   as  he   thought 
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this  he  remembered  a  marked  bend  in  the 
river,  rounded  only  a  minute  or  two  before, 
and  something  in  the  recesses  of  his  mind 
hinted  pursuit.  The  thought  steeled  his 
quaking  nerves,  and  quieted  the  rioting  of  his 
heart.  It  was  a  mere  fancy.  Pursuit,  to  his 
thinking,  was  almost  out  of  the  question  as  yet 
unless  he  had  been  sold  by  his  pretended  pro- 
tectors ;  but  the  fancy  had  the  power  to  steady 
him,  and  he  turned  a  constant  eye  upon  the 
glow,  which  travelled  through  the  gloomy 
night  away  from  him. 

By-and-bye  the  glow  rounded  the  corner, 
and  the  red  light  came  bearing  down.  He 
felt  with  every  revulsion  of  the  paddles  which 
shook  the  boat  that  the  red  light  was  gaining, 
and  watched  in  a  tense  excitement  until  the 
light  had  come  wathin  a  hundred  yards. 
Then  a  voice  rang  out  loud  and  clear :  — 

'  Brisbane  Queen — ahoy  ! ' 

The  Count's  throat  went  hard  and  dry,  and 
his  right  hand  clutched  the  revolver  which 
lay    in    his    coat    pocket.      If    that    voice 
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meant  pursuit,  and  to  his  mind  and  nerves  it 
could  hardly  mean  else,  he  would  not  yield  or 
be  taken. 

'  Brisbane  Queen — ahoy  ! '  the  voice  called 
again,  and  the  red  light  grew  nearer. 

'  Halloa  ! '  called  the  skipper  of  the  Brisbane 
Queen,  sullenly. 

'  Heave  to,  there.' 

'  What  for  ? '  cried  the  skipper.  '  Who 
are  you  ? ' 

'  Heave  to,  in  the  Queen's  name,'  the  voice 
responded. 

The  Count  von  Herder  walked  quietly 
down  the  companion  way,  and  took  his  old 
place  in  the  cabin.  The  lantern  the  skipper 
had  placed  upon  the  table  was  still  burning 
dimly ;  he  opened  it  ^nd  blew  out  the  candle. 

'  Now,'  he  said,  in  a  tense  whisper,  '  we 
shall  see  who  this  is.' 

The  beat  of  the  engine  and  the  churning 
noise  of  the  paddles  relented  slowly.  The 
boat  came  to  a  sudden  standstill.  The  Count 
could    hear   the   engine   of    the    boat    that 
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followed,  and,  by-and-bye,  felt  the  slight  shock 
with  which  the  two  vessels  touched  each 
other. 

'  Now  what's  the  matter  ? '  said  the 
skipper's  voice,  hoarse  and  sulky. 

'  I  must  trouble  you  to  allow  me  to 
search  this  boat,'  said  a  voice  which  was 
strange  to  the  listener's  ears.  '  It's  all  quite 
right  and  regular,  and  there's  enough  of  us  to 
put  things  straight  if  you're  incHned  to  make 
trouble.' 

'  What  do  you  want  ? '  the  skipper  growled 
again. 

'  I've  got  a  warrant,'  said  the  other  voice, 
which  sounded  very  cool  and  authoritative, 
and  altogether  full  of  doom  to  Yon  Herder  : 
'I've  got  a  warrant  for  the  arrest  of  Count 
Wolfgang  von  Herder  on  a  charge  of  forgery 
and  murder.  I've  intimation  that  leads  me  to 
believe  you've  got  him  aboard  here.  If  you 
like  to  hand  him  over,  it'll  be  so  much  the 
better  for  you.  If  you  don't,  and  I  find  him 
here,  you  take  the  consequences.' 
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'  I've  only  got  one  passenger  aboard,'  the 
skipper  answered,  with  a  reluctant  growl. 
'  I  don't  know  nothink  about  no  Count  von 
Herders.' 

'  Let's  have  a  look  at  your  passenger,' 
said  the  authoritative  voice.  '  Where  is 
he?' 

'  He's  aboard  the  boat  somewhere,'  the 
skipper  answered. 

'  I  think  we  have  our  man,'  said  another 
voice. 

'Thegoot  Denton,'  the  Count  whispered, 
between  his  set  teeth.  '  Oh,  oh  !  I  owe  you 
this.' 

'  Yes,'  said  yet  another  voice,  '  the  infor- 
mation seemed  tolerably  exact.' 

The  Count  knew  this  voice  also — it  was 
that  of  General  Mallard.  The  white  hand 
which  clutched  the  revolver  brought  it  out, 
and  laid  it  with  a  firm  and  steady  grasp  upon 
the  table.  All  the  Count's  nervousness  had 
vanished,  and  he  was  steel  from  head  to  foot. 
His    heart    beat   with   a    calm   and    steady 
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pulsation,  and  the  hand  -^'hich  placed  the 
revolver  on  the  table  was  as  firm  as  a  rock. 

'  Lend  me  that  lantern,'  said  the  General's 
voice.     '  I'll  have  a  look  down  here.' 

Steps  began  to  descend  the  compaiuon 
ladder,  and  a  gleam  of  light  fell  through  the 
doorway.  The  Count,  stealthy  as  a  cat, 
placed  himself  at  the  side  of  the  open  door, 
and  waited.  The  halting  step  came  down,  the 
light  grew  broader.  A  firmer  and  younger 
step  followed,  and  Hawthorne  called  out  from 
above : — 

'  Don't  s^o  alone,  General.  You  mav  find 
the  fellow  desperate — he  may  be  armed  for 
aught  that  you  can  tell.' 

The  General  returned  no  answer,  but 
walked  straight  into  the  little  cabin,  and  with 
an  outstretched  hand  almost  touched  the 
Count's  bulky  waistcoat.  He  walked  right  in, 
and,  holding  up  the  lantern,  peered  around 
him.  All  this  took  but  an  instant,  and  at  the 
very  moment  at  which  the  lantern  rays  fell 
on  Von  Herder's  desperate  face,  Hawthorne 
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entered.  The  change  in  the  crimmal's  ap- 
pearance was  so  striking  that,  but  for  the 
fact  of  his  unaccountable  presence  there,  he 
might  hardly  have  been  recognised,  but  at 
the  moment  at  which  Mallard  saw  him  he 
darted  forward,  and  in  the  selfsame  instant  of 
time  the  Count  raised  his  hand  and  fired. 

There,  but  for  Hawthorne,  the  story  of 
the  gallant  soldier  would  have  ended,  and 
the  General,  who  had  come  through  a  score 
of  pitched  battles  and  a  hundred  skirmishes 
with  scarcely  a  wound,  would  have  met  his 
death  at  the  hands  of  an  assassin.  But 
Michael  had  seen  the  Count's  swift  gesture, 
and  had  hurled  himself  upon  him  with  a  loud 
cry  of  '  Here  ! ' 

The  shot  exploded  harmlessly,  but  the 
burning  powder  singed  Mallard's  grey  hair. 
Hawthorne  and  the  Count  struggled  together 
in  a  mad  embrace.  The  General  was  over- 
turned ;  the  lantern  was  hurled  from  his  hand 
and  trodden  to  fragments  under  the  feet  of 
the  combatants. 
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'  This  way,  tliis  way  I  '  cried  the  General, 
and  thronging  feet  came  hurrying  along  the 
deck  and  down  the  companion  way. 

There  was  another  shot,  and  then,  for  one 
brief  second,  quiet. 

The  man  in  the  uniform  of  the  police 
shouldered  through  the  doorway,  lantern  in 
hand. 

A  third  shot  sounded.  The  air  of  the 
little  room  was  choked  with  smoke,  and  its 
occupants  were  hardly  visible.  By-and-by  it 
was  seen  that  Hawthorne  lay  all  abroad,  face 
upward,  on  the  table,  and  that  the  Count  was 
huddled  in  a  corner.  The  officer  put  an  arm 
beneath  one  of  his,  and  strove  to  hft  him, 
and,  finding  a  dead  weight  in  resistance, 
turned  his  lantern  full  on  Yon  Herder's  face. 

'  We've  got  him,'  he  said  coolly  ;  '  but  he's 
slipped  us  after  all.' 
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CHAPTER  XLVIl 

Somebody  was  lying  on  a  luxurious  bed  in  a 
sort  of  cloudland,  touching  nothing,  sup- 
ported by  no  material  object — floated  in  air, 
it  seemed,  and  air  scented  with  a  humid 
sweetness.  There  was  nothing  to  be  seen  but 
cloud,  and  all  the  cloud  was  close  at  hand, 
and  yet  the  air  was  clear  and  delightful  to 
breathe.  Somebody  knew  just  so  much  as 
this,  and  faded  gently  and  quietly  out  of 
knowledge  of  all  things.  An  hour  later — 
how  short  or  how  long  a  span  of  time  that 
lay  between  there  was  no  knowing — some- 
body awoke  again  to  a  cloudland  a  little 
further  removed,  and  to  a  sense  as  of  one 
lying  without  volition  on  a  tropic  sea.  Over- 
head the  cloud  was  white  ;  looking  towards 
his  feet  the  dreamy  somebody  saw  a  vague 
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blending  of  many  colours,  iridescent,  shifting, 
bright,  and  more  tenderly  lined  and  more 
varied  than  the  rainbow. 

There  was  a  hiss  and  bubble  of  water 
somewhere,  and  the  noise  was  unspeakably 
delightful  to  the  sense.  It  lent  a  feeling  of 
coolness  to  an  atmosphere  somewhat  burden- 
some. The  unobserving  observer  lay  at 
absolute  peace,  knowing  nothing,  thinking  of 
nothing,  tranquil,  tranquil,  sleepily,  sleepily 
happy.  The  cloudland  faded  again,  and  in  a 
while — how  brief  or  how  prolonged  the  un- 
observing observer  could  not  guess — it  was 
back  again,  still  a  little  further  removed. 
The  cool  sound  of  the  plashing  water  was  still 
heard  near  at  hand.  The  white  cloud  over- 
head had  receded  somewhat,  and  with  a 
curious  recurrincr  dazzle,  faded  into  nothino- 
— everything — and  then  slowly  resolved  itself 
into  a  whitewashed,  corniced  ceiling. 

The  aerial  couch,  which  had  resolved  itself 
into  a  tropic  sea,  became,  consciously  to  the 
dreaming  mind,  a  bed,  a  bed  of  delicious  ease, 
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and,  shifting  line  by  line  beyond  the  dreamer's 
feet,  grew  steady,  and  little  by  little  de- 
termined itself  into  pillars  of  what  might  be  a 
veranda  or  might  not,  for  never  in  the 
history  of  the  world  had  anything  ever 
mattered  so  little  to  mortal  man ;  and  these 
pillars  were,  or  seemed  to  be,  overrun  with 
brilliant  flowering  plants.  Beyond  them  rose 
a  cloud  of  mauve,  and  a  cloud  of  crimson, 
clouds  of  such  colour  as  never  sunset  showed. 

The  dreamy  eyes  closed  on  this  improbable 
vision,  and  the  dreamy  mind  vaguely  rejected 
it  as  improbable,  and  swooned  off  into  perfect 
sleep  again.  Then  in  a  time — however  brief 
or  however  prolonged  the  unobserving  ob- 
server neither  guessed  nor  cared  to  know — 
cloudland  was  gone  altogether.  The  ceiling, 
dazzling  no  longer,  resolved  itself  into  a  ceiling, 
and  its  modelled  cornices  were,  in  a  vague 
and  listless  way,  interesting  to  look  at. 

The  veranda  was  there  beyond  doubt,  the 
flowering  plants  that  climbed  its  pillars  were 
there  beyond  a  doubt,  and  their  odour  was 
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agreeable  to  tlie  sense.  The  cloud  of  mauve 
and  the  cloud  of  crimson  were  there,  but  they 
had  receded  considerably  and  resolved  them- 
selves into  two  great  flowering  trees — each  as 
big  as  an  English  ash,  and  each  one  mass  of 
exquisite  coloured  blossom.  There  was  some- 
body near,  for  there  was  a  gentle  rustle  of 
skirts  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  bed,  but 
who  that  somebody  might  be,  the  indolent 
person  lying  there  in  absolute,  uninterested 
rest,  cared  nothing.  A  hand  slid  between  a 
head  and  a  pillow,  and  a  glass  touched  a  pair 
of  lips.  Something  cool  and  refreshing 
passed  the  hps. 

It  was  agreeable,  it  was  charming.  Life 
was  an  uninterested  bliss  ;  nothing  mattered  ; 
there  might  have  been  a  past  somewhere  ; 
there  was  a  vague  and  feeble  apprehension  of 
that  fact — but  what  it  was  nobody  cared. 
Nothing  was  worth  caring  about.  It  was 
worth  while  to  be  happy,  it  was  worth  while 
to  rest.  Then  something  bent  over  the  bed, 
not  easily  definable.     The  lazy  eyes  refused 
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to  pierce  it ;  and  whether  it  were  beyond  or 
below    the     ceihng     it    was     not    easy    to 
determine.     By-and-bye   it    cleared   a   little, 
reduced  itself  from  extravagant  and  wonderful 
dimensions,  and  grew  to  be  a  face.    When  the 
face  grew  quite  clear  to  his  vision,  Michael 
Hawthorne  suddenly  remembered  that  he  was 
Michael  Hawthorne,  and  knew  the  face  that 
bent  above  him  for  the  face  of  Clara  Mallard. 
He  tried  to  speak,  but  she  checked  him  with 
a  low  articulate  cry  of  joy. 
'  You  know  me,  dear  ?  ' 
The    soundless    lips    and    the   eyes    said 
Yes.' 

'  You  are  better  ?  ' 

The  eyes  and  the  soundless  lips  said 
'  Yes  '  again,  and  then  everything  once  more 
sweetly  and  gently  retired  from  conscious- 
ness. 

Not  long  after,  as  it  seemed  this  time, 
there  was  a  double  stir  of  skirts  about  the 
chamber,  and  there  were  two  faces  leaning 
over  the  bed.     He  knew  one  for  his  mother's, 
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and  smiled  faintly  at  it.  Then  there  was  a 
little  confusion  in  his  mind,  for  his  mother 
fell  upon  her  knees  beside  the  bed  with  a 
gasping  cry  which  almost  bespoke  terror,  and 
the  invaUd  understood  somewhat  vaguely,  that 
what  had  happened  should  be  deeply  moving 
to  his  heart,  and  forgot  in  a  quick  little  pang 
of  pleasurable  pain  to  think  of  anything. 
Then  there  was  a  lamp  in  the  room,  and 
somebody  held  the  invahd's  hand  in  a  soft 
and  tender  grasp ;  two  voices  talked  in 
whispers,  and  talked  of  hiai.  The  whispers 
were  very  soft  and  low  indeed,  and  seemed  to 
him  to  be  very  far  away,  though  he  had  a 
contradictory  surety  that  the  hand  he  held 
belonged  to  one  of  the  speakers. 

*  In  a  month,'  said  one  of  the  speakers. 

*  In  a  month  at  the  outside,'  said  the 
other.  '  The  doctors  are  quite  sure  of  it. 
They  say,  both  of  them,  that  they  have  never 
found  a  case  so  wonderful.  For  the  first  six 
weeks  they  were  almost  in  despair,  but  now 
they  are  quite  sure.' 
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Then  the  invahd  knew  that  somebody  was 
crying,  and  that  somebody  else  was  offering 
comfort,  and  being  himself  unutterably  placid 
and  idle,  and  caring  for  nothing,  though 
understanding  perfectly,  by  this  time,  the 
position  of  affairs,  Michael  Hawthorne  went 
to  sleep  again.  When  he  next  awoke,  he  was 
aware  of  hardly  anything  but  a  prodigious 
appetite ;  and,  finding  himself  witli  half-a- 
dozen  pillows  propping  him  up  from  behind, 
and  with  a  clean  napkin  under  his  chin, 
delightfully  cool  and  fresh  to  look  at,  and  a 
spoon  conveying  some  delicious  jelly  to 
his  lips,  he  arrived,  not  unnaturally,  at  the 
conclusion  that  he  had  been  awakened  to  be 
fed. 

'  You  are  better,  darling  ?  '  said  his  mother's 
voice. 

'  Yes,'  he  answered,  in  a  faint  whisper,  '  I 
am  all  right  now.' 

He  had  felt  so  prodigiously  hungry,  that 
the  very  sense  of  appetite  had  carried  with 
it  a  feeling  of  health  and  strength,  so  that  he 
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had,  without  quite  knowiug  it,  meant  to  speak 
from  the  bottom  of  his  chest,  in  a  manly  and 
hearty  voice,  and  this  whisper  which  escaped 
him,  recalled  him  to  a  knowledpre  of  his  con- 
dition, and  brought  a  httle  hysteria,  which 
was  conquered  as  much  by  appetite  as  by  his 
mother's  soothinc^. 

'  You  remember  everything  ?  '  she  asked. 

'  Yes,'  he  answered,  in  the  same  thin 
whisper  ;  '  everything.  I'm  —  I'm  beastly 
hungry.' 

His  mother  cried  for  pleasure  as  she  fed 
him,  and  did  him — to  his  own  appreliension — 
the  crudest  turn  he  had  ever  sullered  in  his 
life,  when  she  declined  to  minister  to  appetite, 
after  he  had  cleared  the  cup,  from  which  she 
fed  him,  any  more. 

'  Xo  more,  dear.  You  mustn't  eat  too 
fast,  or  you'll  hurt  yourself 

Having  reached  the  earliest  stage  of 
irritability,  which  ah^ays  accompanies  re- 
turning health,  he  felt  inclined  to  resent  this 
hotly,  as  an  intolerable  truth,  but  fell  asleep 
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before  lie  could  execute  this  wliite-hot  pur- 
pose. 

From  this  forward,  for  a  week,  the  main 
chronicle  was  of  eating  and  drinking,  and 
sleeping.  When,  in  the  course  of  some  four  or 
five  days,  he  recovered  so  far  as  to  be  ex- 
tremely ill-tempered,  and  to  slang  his  nurses, 
they  crowed  over  him  with  a  joy  which  any- 
one but  himself  would  have  found  delicious 
to  witness.  Now  and  again  the  old  General 
limped  in  to  see  him,  and  when  he  grew 
strong  enough  to  find  time  weigh  a  little 
heavy  on  his  hands,  and  to  feel  himself  un- 
occupied, the  old  General  would  read  to  him 
the  news  of  the  day,  and  would  discuss  with 
him,  for  a  little  while  at  a  time,  the  affairs  of 
the  outer  world. 

Sometimes  Denton  would  steal  in  on  tip- 
toe, exchange  a  word  or  two,  and  sit  in  silence 
by  his  bedside  for  half  an  hour.  Most  often 
Clara  and  his  mother  occupied  the  room 
together,  talking  in  low  voices,  and  busying 
themselves  with  some  feminine  trifle  of  knit- 


TIME'S  REVENGES  263 

ting  or  embroidery.  Through  it  all  he  saw 
the  end  approaching,  and,  long  before  the 
inevitable  interview  came  about,  he  knew  that 
the  last  barrier  in  the  General's  mind  had 
been  broken  down.  Those  thincrs  were  not 
spoken  of  until  convalescence  was  half  com- 
pleted, and  he  could  bear  to  be  wheeled  about 
the  vari- coloured  garden  on  the  veranda, 
where  the  flowers  of  the  Jacaranda  and  poin- 
settia  lay  in  thick  masses  of  exquisitely 
delicate  mauve,  and  glaring  crimson  on  the 
lawn.  He  knew  by  this  time  that  General 
Mallard  had  hired  the  house  he  Hved  in,  and 
had  fairly  besieged  him  with  grateful  kind- 
ness ;  and  when  the  old  gentleman,  on  one 
balmy  evening,  came  to  the  side  of  the  Bath 
chair  he  sat  in,  and  for  the  while  dismissed 
his  attendant,  he  was  by  no  means  surprised 
or  unprepared  for  what  was  coming. 

'  My  dear  Hawthorne,'  said  the  old 
soldier,  laying  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and 
speaking  with  a  little  effort,  '  I  have  been 
waiting  now,  for  nearly  three  months,  to  tell 
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you  what  I  have  to  say  tliis  minute.  If  it 
had  not  been  for  you,  I  should  not  liave  been 
here,  either  to  accept  or  reject  your  proposal 
for  my  daughter's  hand.  You  have  very 
narrowly  escaped  with  your  own  life,  and  I, 
except  for  a  bruise  or  two,  got  off  scot-free. 
We  won't  make  any  words  about  it,  my  dear 
boy,  but  I  hope  we  understand  each  other.' 

Hawthorne  turned  round  upon  him,  and 
held  out  a  wasted  hand.  The  General  took 
it  in  his  own,  and  went  on  with  a  suspicious 
dryness  of  manner  : — 

'  I  liave  talked  over  this  matter  with  your 
excellent  father,  a  dozen  times,  whilst  you 
have  been  lying  unconscious.  We  have  come 
to  a  conclusion.  The  secret,  such  as  it  was, 
seems  to  me — I  am  speaking  to  you  quite 
frankly,  I  hope ' 

Hawthorne  nodded. 

'  The  secret,  such  as  it  was,  seems  to  me 
now,  to  have  been  always  rather  a  poor  thing 
to  quarrel  about ;  but  whatever  it  was,  it  is 
buried.     Dogdyke,  and    that   scoundrel  Von 
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Herder,  are  out  of  tlie  world,  and  the  know- 
ledge of  the  facts  belongs  to  your  father  and 
mother,  to  my  dear  friend  Denton — who  has 
really  behaved  most  admirably — to  myself,  to 
my  daughter,  and  to  you.  I  had  ventured 
to  propose,  my  dear  boy,  that  the  whole  thing 
should  be  made  known,  that  the  whole  cir- 
cumstances of  the  case  should  be  laid  bare ; 
but  your  father  and  mother  are  of  a  different 
opinion.  They  were  wilhng  to  have  your 
affection,  and  it  is  their  intense  desire  that 
you  should  maintain  the  name  by  which  you 
have  always  been  known.  On  the  whole,  I 
have  been  brought  to  agree  with  them. 
There  is  no  reason  why  we  should  set  people 
talking.  I  have  been  brought  to  believe  tliat 
your  father  has  suffered  terribly,  for  a  fault 
he  never  committed  ;  and  he  and  I  are,  I 
think  I  may  venture  to  say,  perfectly  recon- 
ciled to  each  other.  I  have  accepted  the 
noble  dowry  your  father  proposed  to  confer 
upon  Clara,  and  you  will  live  at  the  Abbey. 
I  shall  not  disturb  you  often,  but  I  suppose 
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that  you  won't  object  to  giving  the  old  man 
house  room  now  and  then.' 

Hawthorne  wrung  the  General's  hand  in 
silence,  and  the  old  gentleman  returned  the 
pressure.  He  was  not  cordial  on  the  outside, 
for  the  simple  reason  that  his  emotions  bade 
fair  to  master  him.  He  had  never  been  in 
the  habit  of  displaying  his  emotion  to  any- 
body, and,  at  his  age,  it  would  hardly  be 
supposed  that  he  should  acquire  a  trick  of 
that  sort  with  ease. 

'  Have  they  told  you  yet  ? '  he  asked  a 
minute  later. 

'  Told  me  what?  '  asked  Hawthorne. 

'  That  your  father  is  coming  here  to- 
night.' 

'  No,'  said  Hawthorne.  '  I  suppose  they 
kept  that  as  a  surprise.' 

'  He  is  coming,'  said  the  General, '  and  if 
you  are  strong  enough,  to-morrow  we  shall 
hold  a  family  council.  You  understand  me, 
dear  boy  ?  I  should  have  been  compelled, 
any  way,  as  I  can  see  now  '  (he  assumed  a  cer- 
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tain  jaunty,  man-of-the-worldish  air  to  say 
this),  'I  should  have  been  compelled,  in 
any  case,  to  yield  to  the  wishes  of  that  im- 
petuous girl  of  mine,  and  I  am  glad  to  do 
it  gracefully.  I  won't  trouble  you  any  more 
just  now.' 

He  could  see  that  Hawthorne's  strength 
was  hardly  equal  to  the  conference. 

'  But  we  understand  each  other  ?  ' 

'  Perfectly,  I  hope,'  said  the  younger  man, 
with  some  difficulty  ;  and  so,  with  a  final  shake 
of  the  hand,  the  General  left  him. 

On  the  morrow^  the  promised  family  con- 
ference was  held.  Tom  Barton,  sturdy  and 
genial  as  ever,  was  there,  sitting  by  his  son's 
side.  Mary  was  there,  sitting  beside  her 
husband.  Clara's  hand  rested,  without  dis- 
guise, in  Michael's.  Denton  was  present,  a 
Httle  unnecessarily  dry  and  legal  in  manner, 
and  strictly  reprehensive  of  all  signs  of  emo- 
tion, cutting  in  upon  any  demonstration  of 
affection  with  business  details.  The  General 
was   there,  as  devoutly  military,   as  Denton 
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knew  how  to  be  legal,  and  tlie  two  old  gentle- 
men were  so  obviously  moved,  beneath  the 
crust  of  manner,  that  their  militarisms  and 
legalities  made  the  more  openly  setimental- 
minded  folk  altogether  ill  at  ease. 

Denton  undertook  to  superintend  the 
preparation  of  the  marriage  settlements,  and 
withdrew  for  that  purpose.  The  General 
retired,  with  the  pretence  of  a  consultation 
with  him,  and,  by  a  sign,  drew  Clara  from 
the  room. 

The  son,  and  his  mother  and  father,  sat 
alone  together,  and,  after  a  space  of  silence, 
Tom  Barton  spoke  : — 

'  We  need  never  have  had  a  secret  at  all, 
my  lad,  but  since  it  has  ^rown  up  to  what  it 
has,  it's  best  to  keep  it.  You  are  going  away 
from  us,  and  we  can't  help  that ;  but  however 
far  away  you  go,  you  won't  forget  us.  The 
world  isn't  quite  so  wide  as  it  used  to  be,  and 
we  shall  meet  again.  But  even  if  we  never 
should  in  this  Hfe,  time's  only  a  drop  in 
the  ocean  of  eternity.     We're  sure  of  each 
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Other,  my  lad,  you  and  your  mother,  and  me, 
and  when  all's  said  and  done,  there's  eternity 
beyond,  and  plenty  of  time  for  all  of  us  to 
know  and  love  each  other  in.' 
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Playwrights,  Players,  and  Playhouses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America. 
Crown  Svo  half-bound,  lis.  6d.  \_Pref>aring. 

QUIPS  AKD  QUIDDITIES.  Selected  by  W.  D.  Adams.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  ti».  «d. 

AGONY   COLUMN  (THE)   OF   "THE   TIMES,"  from  iSoo  to  1870. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Alicf.  Cl.\y.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  "Ji.  6<1. 

AIDE  (HAMILTON),  WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
CARR  OF  CARRLYON. |    COMFIDEKCES. 

ATBERT. -BROOKE  FINCHLEY'S  DAUGHTER.     By  Mary  Albert. 

Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  3s*.;  cloth  limp,  iix.  6<1. 

ALDEN.— A  LOST  SOUL.   By  W.  L.  Alden.  Fcap.  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  it,,  sd. 

ALEXANDER  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  beards,  i8.  each. 
MAID,  WIFE,  OR  WIDOW?  |    VALERIE'S  FATE. 

ALLEN  (F.  M.).— GREEN  AS  GRASS.     By  F.  M.  Allen,  Author  of 

"Through  Green  Glasses."     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Joseph  Smyth.    Crown  Svo^ 
cloth  extra,  3.«.  6cl.  


ALLEN  (GRANT),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EVOLUTIONIST  AT  LARGE. 


Crown  ovo,  clotn  extra,  <>s.  eacti. 
COLIN  CLOUT'S  CALENDAR. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2m,  each 


PHILISTIA. 
BABYLON. 
&TRANGB  STORIES. 


BECKONING  HAND. 
FOR  MAIMIE'S  SAKE. 
IN  ALL  SHADES. 
THE  DEVIL'S  DIE. 


THIS  MORTAL  COIL. 
THE  TENTS  OP  SHEM. 
THE  GREAT  TABOO. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
DUMARESQ'S  DAUGHTER.  |  THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND.  |  BLOOD  ROYAL. 

AMERICAN  LITERATURE,  A  LIBRARY  OF,  from  the  Earliest  Settle: 

ment  to  the  Present  Time.    Compiled  and  Edited  by  Edmund  Clarence  Stedmam 
and  Ellen  Mackay  Hutchinson.    Eleven  Vols.,  royal  Svo,  cloth  extra,  £G  12s. 


ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES,  A  HANDBOOK  OF. 

TEN.  Translated  by  W.  Collett-Sandars.   With  639  lUusts. 


By  A.  ROSENGAR. 
Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  Gd. 


ART   (THE)   OF   AMUSING  :    A  Collection  of  Graceful  Arts,  Games, 

Tricks.  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew.  goolllnst';.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex..  4s.4irt. 

ARNOLD  (EDWIN  LESTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WONDERFUL  ADVENTURES  OF  PHRA  THE  PHOENICIAN.  With  Introd  ic 
tion  by  Sir  Edwin  Arnold,  and  12  lUusts.  by  H.  M.  Paget.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3*.  6d, 
THE  CONSTABLE  OF  ST.  NICHOLAS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  <i4.  IShortly, 

UiRD  LIFE  IN  ENCL^D.    CrowQ  ^\o,  doth  esua,  0». 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BV 


ARTEMUS  WARD'S  WORKS:  The  Works  of  Charles  Farrer  Browne, 

better  known  as  Artemus  Ward,    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.     Crown  Svo^ 
cloth  extra,  7».  Gel. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s, 
THE  GENIAL  SHOWMAN  :  Life  and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward.    By  Edward 
P.  HiNGSTON.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

ASHTON   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  ys.  6cl.  each. 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CHAP-BOOKS  OP  THE  18th  CENTURY.    With  334  Ulusts. 
SOCIAL  LIFE  IN  THE  REIGN  OF  QUEEN  ANNE.    With  85  Illustrations. 
HUMOUR,  WIT,  AND  SATIRE  OF  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.    With  82  Illusts. 
ENGLISH  CARICATURE  AND  SATIRE  ON  NAPOLEON  THE  FIRST.   115  Illusts. 
MODERN  STREET  BALLADS.    With  57  Illustrations. 

PACTERIA.  — A    SYNOPSIS   OF    THE   BACTERIA   AND   YEAST 

■"  FUNGI  AND  ALLIED  SPECIES.    By  W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.'   With  87  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id. 

BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.    Cr,  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
CURIOSITIES    OF    PURITAN    NOMENCLATURE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  <3«. 

BARING  GOULD  (S.,  Author  of  "John   Herring,"  &c.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd,  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
RED  SPIDER. I    EYE. 

BARRETT  (FRANK,  Author  of  "  Lady  Biddy  Fane,")  NOVELS  BY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s,  each;  cloth,  S."*.  Gd.  each. 


FETTERED  FOR  LIFE. 
THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
FOLLY  MORRISON.  |  HONEST  DAYIE. 
LIEUT.  BARNABAS. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 

JOHN  FORD ;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 

A  RECOILING  YEKGEANCE. 

FOUND  GUILTY. 

FOR  LOYE  AND  HONOUR. 


BEACONSFIELD,  LORD:  A  Biography.  By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

BEAUCHAMP.— GRANflEY    GRANGE:    A    Novel.      By    Shelslby 

Beauchamp.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s^ ^ 

BMUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRTtISH  ARTISTS :   A  Gathering  of 

Favourites  from  our  Picture  Galleries,  beautifully  engraved  on  Steel.     With  Notices 
of  the  Artists  by  Sydney  Armytage,  M.A.    Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  31s. 

BECHSTEIN.— AS  PRETTY  AS  SEVEN,  and  other  German  Stories. 
Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein.  With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm, 
and  98  Illustrations  by  Richter.  Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  iis.  Cad.;  gilt  edges,  7»,  Gtl, 

BEERBOHM.— WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA;  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters.     By  Julius  Beerbohm.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  3s.  6ri. 

BENNETT  (W.  C,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  as.  each. 
A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    |  SONGS  FOR  SAILORS. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS^^Y:  ~ 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  (Sd.  each ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  6d.  each 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  bv  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories.  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  YERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestjer 
KERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE,&c.    Wit^h  Frontispiece  by  F.JB^rnard. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38^  tttS.  each. 
ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusts.  by  F.Barnard 
ST.  KATHERIHE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  Illustrations  by  C  Green 
YERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.    Frontispiece  by  Gordon  Browne." 
FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.   With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.    Cheaper  Edition,  Revised. 

with  a  New  Preface,  &c.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. 
THE  EULOGY  OP  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo,  cJ.  extra,  «s, 
THE  ART  OF  FICTION.    Demy  Svo,  ts. 

LONDON.    With  124  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  ISs, 
THE  lYORY  GATE :  A  Novel.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 


CHATtO   Sc  WINDUS,  Sl4,   PICCADILLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY, 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  lis.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  3s.  6i].  each. 


READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY. 
MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND  CROWIf, 
THIS  SON   OF  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 
THE  MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 

THE  CHAPLAIN   OF  THE    FLEET, 

THE   SEAMY   SIDE. 

THE  CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,   &c. 

'TWAS   IN   TRAFALGAR'S  BAY,   &c. 

THE   TEN   YEARS'   TENANT,  &c. 


***  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
Bet  in  new  type,  on  a  large  croTm  Svo  pasje,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra.  «"^.  each. 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.     By  Austin  Dobson.    With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BIERCE.— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians. 

By  Ambrose  Bierce.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  seoarate  years,  from  1875-1887, 1883-1891,  each  Is. 
ACADEMY  NOTES,  1892.    With  Illustrations.     Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1375-79.  Complete  ia  One  Vol.,  with  6oo  Illusts.  Cloth  limp,  6«, 
ACADEMY  NOTES,  1820-84.  Complete  in  One  Vol.  with  700 Illusts.  Clothlimp.es, 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  vears,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  Is. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With  300  Illusts.   Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tis, 
THE  NEW  GALLERY,  188S-1891.    With  numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 
THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1892.    With  Illustrations.     Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I..  1888-1892.    With  250  Illusts.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.     114  Illustrations,     la. 
OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    128  Illustrations.     Is.  6tl. 
ILLU  STR ATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    242  Illusts.  cl.,  Ss. 
THE  PARIS  SALON,  1892.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 
THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1892.  With  Sketches.  3s.  6d. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.     With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  haU-bonnd  boards,  21s. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ASCENT  OP  MAN. 
DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madcx  Ero-.vn. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce,   With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  Historv  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  25s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

BOWERS.— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL^      By  George 

Bowers.    Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  21s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),   WORKS  BY.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  38.  each. 

CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    | CAMP  NOTES. 

SAVAGE  LIFE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo.  picture  boards.  2a. 

BRAND'S  OBSERVATIONS   ON   POPULAR  ANTIQUITIES ;  chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  lUr^trations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

BREWER  (REV.  DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF    ALLUSIONS,    REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 

STORIES.    Fifteenth  Thousand;     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a,  Gd. 
AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 

"The  Reader's   Handbook,"  separately  printed.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss. 
A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.      Post  Svo  cl.  ex.  4*.  6d.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo.Tycho  Brake,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraiti 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 
Savarih,    Translated  by  R.  E.  A:<derson,  M.A,    Post  Svo,  halt-bound,  !)s« 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.     In  Seven  Volunies,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Vol.      1.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers — American  Legends, 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol.VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry  With  Introductory 
Es«^ay  by  J.  M.  Bellew.  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex..  7i*.  <i<l. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.Svo,  4s.««I. 

IHE  gUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Katb 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5«. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  WAIP  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEK  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  bv  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTILE'S  CLIENT,  AND   SOME   OTHER  PKOPLB.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece. 
BUSY:  A  Novel,    With  a  Frontispiece.  IShOrtly. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2».  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &C. 

AN  HEIRESS  OP  RED  DOG,  &c.        |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each ;  cloth  limp,  tis.  4Jd.  each. 

FLIP.  I        MARUJA. I     A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  Is.  each, 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I     JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE  STORY. 
SNOW  BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S.  | 

BRYDGES. -UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp.  38.  Od. 

BUCHANAN'S   (ROBERT)    WORKS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE  EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE   CITY   OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem,    With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  <5d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.    With  11  Illus- 

trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOYE   MB   FOR  EYER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOYE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN). -THE   BOOK    OF    TPIE    SWORD:   Being  a 

History  ot  the  Sword   and  its  Use  in   all  Countries,  trom  the  Earliest  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  32s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT). 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.     Demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Ts.  <>d. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  8vo, cloth  limp,  2s.  iid. 

PAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    B^.    Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each; 
^         post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id.  each. 

SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 


CAMERON  (COMMANDER).— THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  K.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  lUustra- 
tions  by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Ss. ;  postSvo.  illustrated  boards,  23. 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVEYT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post svo.  must. bds.,2«. each. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  1   DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO   Sc  WiNDUS,   214,   PICCADILLY.  5 

CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OP    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  183i  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.    With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  'J4s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.  By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 
With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  ttd. 

CHAPMXFST^ORGErWORKS.  VdTl.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  IL,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Trars'ations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odvssev.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  G-*.  each, 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.-A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.     Witn 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Iliusts.  Large  4to.  hf.-bd..  2Ss. 

CHAUCER  FORHCHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 
Witt)  8  Coloured  Plat^es  and  30  WoDdcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6!». 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H   K.  Haweis.  DemvSvo.  ciotu  iimo.  28.  6d. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS  :  A  Tale  of  Tynedaie.  By 
Austin  Clark.     Post  Svo.  picture  boards.  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  g.'j.  6cl. 

CLIVETMRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS~BY.  Po.t  Svo.  illust.  boards,  2«.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. I      Y/HY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS   AND   DREAMS.      By  Edxvard    Clodd,  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

COBBAN.  — THE    CURE    OF    SOULS:   A  Story.     By  J.  Maclaren 

Cobban.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  'is. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.   Two  Vols.,  Svo,  cloth,  24». 
C URLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Ilius's.  bv  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  Svo,  ci.,  1 ».  iid. 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).— THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  &V0.  cloth  ex-ra,  3.«.  <><J.  each  ;  po.='  Svo.  illnsTrated  board?.  3s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.     |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  Svo,  iuuatrated  boards,  "is.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.                              I         SWEET  AND  TWENTY. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  I         FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  tid.  each  :  post  6vo,  ii.ust.  bds.,  3s.  each ;  cl.  Ikcp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gu  bert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     I  lustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahonet, 
HIDE  AND   SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahonet, 
AFTER  DARK.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  V/OMAN  IN  WHITE.    With  Iliusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.  A.,  and  F.  A  Frasek. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    Wit'i  Illustra-ions  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    Witb  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND  W/.FE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  HISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  lUusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE   FROZEN   DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahonev. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Iliusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall 
THE   TWO   DESTINIES. 

THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE  FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  I  THE  EYIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.       "I   SAY   NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN, 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  bv  Walter  Bf.'^ant.  and  l'.:i:sts.  bv  A   Forestiek. 

COLLINS' (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  C*. 

4  UOaO&£lA^U  en  H^&ti  swift.    Cr^wo  St3.  QlQXti  ettra.  !i«,  {Shcrtlr, 


BOOKS   PUBLISHED   BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of   George  Colmah.     With  Life  by 
G.  B.  BucKSTONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6*1» 

COLMORE.— A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.     By  G.  Colmore,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence."    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. ^ 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY   INCH   A   SOLDIER :  A  Noyel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHDUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Cd. 

CONWAY  (lYIONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEYIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3Ss. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  lUusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  68. 
PINE  AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sis. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OP  CIVILITY  Traced  to  their  Sources  and 

Restored,     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  gs.  Gd. 

COOK  (BUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3a.  6d.;  post  8vo,illust.  boards,  38. 
LEO.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CORl^WALL.— POPULAR  ROMANCES  OF  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
b V  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-pl ates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7».  Cd. 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.    By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fld. 

CffiDDOClL^THE   PROPHET   OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  3s. ;  cl.  limp,  38.<»d. 

CRIM.— ADVENTURES~OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Dan.  Beard.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis.  <>d. 

CROKER  (B.M.),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  38.  each  ;  cloth,  38.  6d.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  I     DIANA  HARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.      |      PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  in  Two  Series  : 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Enj^ravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ^s.  Gd.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

GUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDM),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  8s.  Gd.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.    With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo.  cl.,  7s.  Gd. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY;  with  Instructions  for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MS'S.,  &c.   By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
4oS  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Gd. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  Of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
T)ANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  George 

*^^     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST;   or,  Port  Salvation.      By  Alphonse 
Daudet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

DXVENANT.— HINTS  FOR  PARENTS  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  A  PRO- 
FESSION FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo.  Is.;  cl..  Is.  Gd. 

DA  VIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY, 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Gd.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY  HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FdODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Curo. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  bvo,  3s. 5  cloth  limp, 38.  6d, 
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DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.B. 

Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  I'Zs. 

DAWSON.-THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH  :  A  Novel  of  Adventure. 
By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  Devon.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  iin.  6d. 

DE  GUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUEKIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a   Memoir   by   Sainte-Beuve.      Translated  from  the 
2oth  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothixgham.  Fcap.  8vo.  half-bound,  3^.  Cd. 

DE  MAISTRE.— A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  8vo,  cloth  hmp.  3>».  Od. 

DE  MILLE.~A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.jy*.  6d.;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2i*. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  D:novan.     With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.    By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  {i%. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.ea.;post£vo,bds..38.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  NewBiblio-raphy. 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6^. — Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Marfiir  Library,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7!*;.  6d. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer.  LL.D.  With  aa  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo.  c'oth  extra.  7s.  fid. 

AUTHORS  AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent.  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etvmological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  (is.  6d. 

V/OMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  os. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi- 
the-Way  Matters,     rjy  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  (>d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota- 
tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment.  4s.  fid. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations,     Square  Svo,  cloth,  6«. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:     Mademoiselle  de  Corday;   Madame  Roland;   The 

Princess  de  Lamballe  :  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  2s.  6d. 

EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis.   [Prepaying. 

DOBSON    (W.    T.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  doth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES. 


DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  board=.  2s.  each:  clmh  iimp.  2s.  6d.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED! 

CAUGHT  AT   LAST! 

TRACKED   AND   TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE  LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 


THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    Wun  23  lUustrations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  exL-a, 

:^H.  ttd.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  29. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-p.ige  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne.   Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6d. ^ ^ 

POYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRBLESTONE.     By  A.  Co.vam 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crowu  6vo,  cloth  extra,  Jts.  6d. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  vignette  Portraits.  Cr.Svo.cl.  ex..  6s.  per  VoU 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contams  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  S^viNBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  Gifford's  Text.    Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Od.  each, 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.   With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  MEM  SAHIB.    Numerous  lUusts.      IPrepanngj^ 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.     By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A^  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

PARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
*^       tions,  bv  Rev,  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAYIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP>  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 
EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 

By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5». 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY:  ' 

A  POINT  OF  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

ARCHIE  LOVELL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3n.  6«l.j_post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  8». 

EDWXRDSn:ELTEZER):^=WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezek  Edwards. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7n.  (Sal. ^ 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  'Js. ;  cloth  limp,  iis.  6d. 

FELICIA.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tis. 

EGEWoN^SUSSEX  folk  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  By  Rev.J.  C.  Egerton. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  Ss. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2s. 
EMANUEL.- ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:    Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  lor  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.    With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  IHusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7s,  iitl, 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKSHbY: 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OP   PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.   Crown  Svo.  cloth, 6a. 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  Piy 
J "HN  Brown ing,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo,  Is. 

WAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

•*'      Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edit  ion.  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7».  6ci. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4s.  6«1.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  bv  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

WAR;  Three  Essavs.  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  Svo.  Is. :  cl..  Is.  fid. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS  :  A  Novel.  By  G.  Man- 
viLLS  Fenn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning,"  &c.    Crcwn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«j.  Gd. 
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FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD   PAPERS  :   Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6cl. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Iliustrationf.   Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  5», 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  Svo,  cl.,  5«.  6d. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  througb  France  and  Be'gium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to.l8. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  clotn  extra.  3s.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards,  *2s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.     I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 
LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinlecki.    With  an  Account  ot  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,demv  Svo,  cloth,  24!9. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  87  Illastrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FXETCHER'S"~(GILESrB~.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven.  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Cs. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIdGET  A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  <>d. 

FONBTaNQUE (AI^ANYy^FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo, illust. bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),'  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each:  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  I  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAYE7 
OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.",  3s.  |  ESTHER'S'GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo.  pict.  cover.  1». 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Crown  t-vo.  cloth,  tin. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  "in. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6)i. 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

FRENCH~LrTERATURE7A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  LaunT 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7s.  iid.  each. 

FRERET— PANDUR AN(J  HARI ;  or,"  Mem"^irs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3-*.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FmSWELL(HAIN).— ONEOiFTWO :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),'  WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  ;is.  <>d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND  THE   OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 


FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.     Edited 
by  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

HARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  Svo.  is.  each  :  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d.  each. 
"   A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Man neement  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny, 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Tane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN :  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Jerrold,     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

G^JTrETTT^THE  CAPEL~GIRLS  :  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.    Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature.  Science,  and  Art,  lor  which  this  Magazine  has 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 

*^*  Bound  Voiumes  for  recent  years  kept  m  stock,  Ss.  6d.  each;  Cases  for  binding,  )4», 
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GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  TI-IE.  Published  Annually  in  November.  I5. 
The  1892  Annual,  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  "  THE  LOUDWATER 
TRAGEDY." 

GERMAN   POPULAR   STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers   Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo.  cloth,  fis.  Cd.;  gilt  edge?,  Ta.  6d. 

GiBBON  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  civo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  4»«3.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  eacb. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOYING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 
A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 
BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 
THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 
FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 
HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 

GIBNEY  (SQMERVILLE).— SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.  I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 


GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea- 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H.  M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  hmp,  tis.  (id. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sii"  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  'Zs,  (id. 

GlANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BYl 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.    With  2  Illusts.  by 

Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s, 

THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 

by  Hume  Nisbet.    Second  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S^WOR^TjrGARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE : 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
andFrame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  (id. 

GODWIN.— LIVES~dFl^HE~^FCROlANCERS.    By  William  God- 

WIN.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOL^DElTTEEASURYnOF    THOUGHT,  THE  :   An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s,  (id. 

GOODMAN:=fHE~FATE  OF   HERBERlTWAYNE.    By  E.  J.  Good- 

_     MAN,  Author  of  "Too  Curious."    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  (id. 

GOWlNGT=FrVE~froU"SAND~^^^^^ 

Journey  Across  Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.     With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:  A  Story      By  Leonard 

Graham.    Fcap,  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS   AND    ROMANSr~THE    LIFE   OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer, 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES)rWORKS~B Y.      Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

filKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  (is. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  JJs^ 

GRIFFITH.— CORINTHIA  MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  GriF^ 
fiXH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  SiC,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. 
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JJABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS   BY. 
*~*-  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boaxds  28.  each  ;  cloth  linip.  2s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETON'S  BAYOU. |    COUHTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pisces.     Crovra  Svo.  la. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  svo,  ci.  ex.  6s.  each, 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       1    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  410,  cloth  extra.  »>8. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilsekt,  Harvet,  and 
George  Cruikshakk.     Medium  &to.  cloth  extra,  7i«.  (id. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).— EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  Svo,  bds;,  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  100  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  Ey  Don  Felix  de  Salamanc.\.  Post  Svo.  cloth  iimp.  '2n,  6d. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    A   Collection  ot   Very  Easy  Tricks,   Very  Difficult 

Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.     Edited  by  W.  H.  Creue.r.     With  200 

Illustrations.     Crown  bv3.  cloth  ertra.  4'«.  6d. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     By 

Lady  Dl'Ffus  Hardy.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  28. 

HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       B^ 

Thomas  Hardy,  Aut::or  of  "  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."     With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.     Crovrn  Svo.  cloth  extra.  S-i.  6d. ;  po'st  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  28. 

HARPER.— THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD  :  Old  Times  and  New  on  a  Classic 
Hishway.  By  Charles  G.  Hap.pzr.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illus- 
trations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  168. 

HAR WOOD. —THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE   ART  OF   BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART   OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  -  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  5  Ccloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  I.^ustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demv  svo-  cloth  limg.  2s.  6a. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving.   Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Rcssell    Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMART.-WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel,    ii^ 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  -vo,  i.lustrated  bc-rds,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR  OLD  HOMi:  By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 
Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,  and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIH.     1    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  |    THE  SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH^ S  DIAMONDS-    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover.  In. 

HEATH.-MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

Bv  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  e-gra.  g-.lt  edges.  68. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  cloth  llmp,  28. 6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON  :   A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illnst.  bds..  2g. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA   PAGE  :   A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING  LADY.  By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
cf  "The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.;  cloth  extra,  2s,  6d. 
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HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.     With  Menional-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Key.  A.  B.  Gkosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds..  1^»« 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodor 
IIektzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

HlSSE-WARTEGG.— TUNiS  ;  The  Land  and  the  People.    By"Chevalier 
!RNST  VON  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustratjons.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d, 

HILlL^=TREASON-FELONY  :  A  Novel.  By  John  Hill.  Two  Vols. 
HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  ^c.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  <»€l. 

THE    LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OP  A  CHEAP  JACK.     By  One  of  the  Fra- 

ternity.     Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tin.  <>d. 

HOEY^THEToVER'S  creed.  By  Mrs.  Ca^el  HoEyTPost  8vo.  2s. 


HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 


HOLMES.-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.P. Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  4id. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS"BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limpj  ^s.  iiil.— Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE   BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2h. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7h.  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  tin. 

HOOFTT^MT-FROM    NOWHERE    TO    THE    NORTH    POLE;  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.  ByToMHooD.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK^~TfHEODOW)"MOICETnJMOROU^ 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7".  6d. 

HOOPER:^raE~HMSE~OF^ABYT  A  Novel.""  By  "Mrs.   George 

Hooper.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. 

HOPKiNS:=^'TWIXT"LOVE~AND"OT 

Hopkins.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ti». 

ilORNE.  —  ORION":    An   Epi(r  Po'em.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra,  7n, 

HOMEltHEyANDnHlSMDERTA^r^^ 

manry."     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Gs. 

HUNGlRFORD    (MRS.),   Author   of    "Molly   Bawn,"  NOVELS    BY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   |   IN  DURANCE  VILE,   i  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL. I         A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c.     Edited  by  Edmund  Olltkr.     Po'^t  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  tjs. 

ITUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELSHBY:  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.      |    THAT  OTHER  PERSOH. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    PostSvo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchisoxn. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
HTDROPHOBIA  :   An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.  By  Rrnaud  Suzor,  M.B.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  iim, 
IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.  Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 
*■     and  Robert  E.  Barr.      Profusely  Illustrated.      Sixpence   Monthly.— Vpl.  I,  DQW 

re^dy,  glQtU  Q5tr4,  prjge  5s 5  5  Cases  for  fiindipg,  |.§.  0<S, 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED   TO  BE  FREE.     With  24  Illustrations 

by  G.  J.  PiNWELL.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thf.m.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 
IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS   OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 

JAME~S.-A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.    Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6tl. 

JANVIER. -PRACTICAL"KE~RAMICS  FOR'STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),    NOVELS  BY.      Po.t  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE   QUKEN   OP  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES    (RICHARD),   WORKS   BY.    Post  Svo.  doth  limp.  2«.  no.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |   THE  OPEN  AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OP  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Photos;raph  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6a. 


JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OP  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  doth  limp,  3s.  6d. 
LORD  TENNYSON;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  Svo,  cl..  6*. 

JEROME.— STAGELAND.     By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.     With  64  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Square  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s. 


JERROLD.— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  DocGLAS  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hal:-bou:id,  2s. 

JERROLD  (TOM^TWORKS^Y.  Post  Svo.  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
THE   GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE   RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  Svo.cI.,l8.6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  Svo,  clotn  Ump,  2s. ^_^ 

JONESIwTLLIAM,  F.'S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra.  7s.  6d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition.  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Eg2S,  Luck.  ^c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;  A  History  of  Regalia.     W^ith  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6**.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OR  Translated  by  Whiston. 
Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  or  the  Jews."  With  5J 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound.  12'^.  6d. 

ITEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 

Robert  Kempt.     Post  ^5vo.  cioth  iimp,  2*.  6d. 

KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2!H. ;  cioth,  2*.  Qti. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY  THE    MESS :   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Kevser, 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

KING  (R.  ASHE)rNOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds..  2-.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2".  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE. |         BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
iid.:ed,  wiia  ao  introduction,  by  the  Marque sg  of  Lorne,  K,.T.  Cr.  8vq,  cl.  ex.,  «>». 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.     By    William    Knight,    M.R.C,S.,    and    Edward 
.  Knight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  la.  6d. 

TAMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Verse, 

*^  including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  ot  a  page 
of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig.'"     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  ^s.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tJs.  6d. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portr.iit.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  3s.  iid, 

LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor, 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  3s.  Od. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  FIdward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7.s.  Gd.each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d, 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  lunp,  3».  iid.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. |  THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  clotti  limp,  3.*,  <>d. ^ 

LEYS  (JOHN). —THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,illust.bds..2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON  ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikskank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7^.  «<|. [Nerj  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    V^^ORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38.  «d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES. I ^OURSELYES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  &d.  each;  post  Svo,  ilbistrated  bonrds,  3s.each. 
SOWING  THE  WIND.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |    "MY   LOVE!"  |         lONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.     I    PASTOH  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST^^ [ 

Post  8vo,  iliustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         | WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

PREESHOOTING :  Extractsl'rom  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
3gi.  Gil. [ 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.s.  6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.  By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  did. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3«. 

LUSIAD  (THEFOF  CAMOENS.  Translated  into  Engli'sh'  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  14  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  clotli  boards.  tS», 

mMaIpINE""(AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  38.  6d. 
BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6». 

MACCOLMHUGH),  NOTIXS^Y. 

MR.  STRANG  i:;R'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Second  Edition  Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5a, 
ED N OR  W H ITLOCK,    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

lACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Sa» 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Qaeen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  iS8o.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I'-is.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ol  1S86,  in  Two  Vols., 
lar^je  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  ttd.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OP  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol..  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s, 
—Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3.s.  Gel. 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, 

i3s.  each,  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCKFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


HISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
KAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  JusxiNf  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  MrsXAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH  REYOLUTION.    Four  Vols..  8%-o,  13«.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  Svo,  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  «>d. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  History.  1793-1880.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6». 
HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  bvo,  gold  cloth.  .'Js.  6il. 
HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  410,  Japanese  vellum,  Ss. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1-*. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 
DOOM  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  !•*. 
DOLLY :  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  iimp,  Is.  6d. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  liLup,  Is.  6d. 
THE    THOUSAND   AND    ONE    DAYS:    Persian   Tales.       Edited  by  Justih  H. 
McCarthy.    With  2  Photogravures  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Two  Vols.,  crown 
Svo.  half-bound,  13s. 

MACDGNALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  31s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  3s.  ttd.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &  VI.  Ph.antastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  [     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wov/  o"  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Brokem 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
THE    POETICAL    WORKS    OP    DR.    GEORGE"  MACD ON ALD.      Collected  and 
arranged  bv  the  Author.    2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  13s.  IS^iortly. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Poems  by  Three  Friends.    Edited  by  Dr.  Geo:<ue  Mac- 
Donald.     Post  bvo.  cloth,  3s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW;  A  Novel.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo. [Shortly, 

HACGREGOR.  -  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS  :    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

MACKAY.-INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES ;  or.  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay.  LL.D.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MXCLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  I-Iemoirs  —  Biographical,  CriticaL 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tf*.  <><1. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra,  r^.  «d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  ■^o  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES    AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R,  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each, 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.   1        LOST  ROSE. 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  for  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantern 
Slides.     By  T.  C.  Hepworth.     V/ith  lo  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6<l« 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With 200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  48.  fill. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5«* 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY.  " 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2«.;  cloth  limp,  2si.  6€l. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  6«I. 

POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

)S  LIFE  WORTH  LIVING?    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  «8.  [Shortly. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)  MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stones  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  BVO,  cloth  limp,  iis. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6.1.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OP  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life.  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Eraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7is.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  Ss.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  2^4  Illustrations. 

{The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  illustrations, 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemblk. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  «s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81   Illustrations  by  Hal   Hurst  and  Dan 
Beard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6cl. ^ 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ti», 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  must,  boards,  2«.each. 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN!   SESAME! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN~DAUGHfERS  :   A  Novel.      BrjT 

Masterman.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ^s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ii^.;  cloth  limp,  tjs,  fid. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

^OF  LOHDONLIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.    With  Illusts.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3».  fid. 

MENKEN.— INFlLICIA :  Poems  by  Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  With 
Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  fid. 

MERRrCK.-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. [Shortly. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d» 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  as.  each. 
TOUGH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION. 

HTLLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 

Human  Physiolot^y,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrs, 
F.  Fenwick  Miller,    With  numerous  Illustrations.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  5Js.  fid. 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  -       X? 

MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  Od.  each. 

THE   HYGIENE   OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  tor  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 

THE   BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF   THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  la. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.  Svo, Is. ;  clotb,  IsTsd^ 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Iw.  6d. " 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHSON.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  2s. 

PROSE  AND  YERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 

with  Suppressed  Passaaes  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ?s.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  Svo,  illust  boards,  38. ;  cloth,  28. 6d. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or.  The  Valley   of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  58. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD :  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  58. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 
A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.      HEARTS.  1  BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 


WAY  OF  THE  WORLD;  A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
A  MODEL  FATHER.  I  FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.;  CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 

YAL  STRANGE.  

BOB  MARTIN'S  LITTLE  GIRL.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  [Sept. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  6s.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2». 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3-««.  Od.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  Nicolet. 
THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. ^ 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  "NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. ;  cloth,  28.  6d. 
A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 


XIEWBOLT. -TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

*-^   Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards.  Is.  6d. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UP!"  A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  AND  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex.,38.6d, 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  28=  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.Cd.  [Snorily. 

NOVELISTS.-HALF-HOURS   WITH    THE   BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.  Cr.  Svo,  cl..  3s.  6d.  [Preparing, 
O'HANLON  (ALICE),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
^  THE   UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.    9  Illusts.  by  E.  Bayard.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  68. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  29. 

A  LAST  LOYE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  Ss.^d. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  29. 

OLIPHANT    (MRST)~NOVELS  "BY.   "post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH. |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND 

WHITELADIES.    With   Illustrations   by   Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry    Woods, 

A.R.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  'jm. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).-FlFfYYEARS  ON  THE  TRAIL:   Ad- 

ventures  of  John  Y.  Nelson,    100  Illusts.  by  P.  Frenzeny.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

O^EILLY  (MRS.17=^H(EBE'S  FORTUNES.    Post  8vo.  illust.  bds..  2s. 
O'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),  POEMS  BY. 

LAYS  OF  FRANCE.    Crown  Svo,  cioth  extra,  lOs.  6d. 
MUSIC  AND   MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6d. 
BONGS  OF  A  WORKER.    Fcap.  avo,  cioth  extra,  Ts.  6d, 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  38.  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,^s»  each* 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY, 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN  MAREMMA. 

BIMBI.  1      S7RLIN. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.   I    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.  

BIABI.    Presentation  Edition,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garkett. 

Square  8vo.  cloth,  5s. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Second  Edition.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  68. ;  cr.  8vo,  3s.  6cl. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards.  Ss. 

(H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  59- 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERfNGTAHIS- 

TORY  OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  Joseph  Grego.    A  New  Edition, 
with  03  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'S's.  iid. 

PASCAL'S   PROVINCIAL   LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with   His- 
torical Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  tis. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 
piece by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  fid.;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  ijs. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  &d,  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3«.  each. 
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LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS   BLACK   THAH    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM   EXILE. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGB, 

THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILU 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE, 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  V/ON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE   BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE  BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY. 

FOR  CASH  ONLY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  iid.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION  t   Stories  of  Marine  Adventurk.     With  17  Illusts. 
SUNNY  STORIES,  and  some  SHADY  ONES.    Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
MOTES  FROM   THE  *'NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover.  Is.;  cloth.  !:«.  <jrt. 

PENiNELL  (H.  CHOLlViUWDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,cl.,iis.«d. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
THE  MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART)7W0RKS  BY.    Post  Svo.  is.  each  ;  cloth.  Is.  Od.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  BytheAuthor    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar."        |    BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PlKKlS  (C.  L.).  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

TROOPING  WITH  CROVi^S.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY  LOVELACE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iis. 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE   PURSUIVANT   OF   ARMS;    or,   Heraldry   Founded    upon    Facts.      With 
Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  2cg  Illnsts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Ts.  ttd. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  i3i9-iS79.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  bvo.  c1.,6b» 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    Translated  from  tne 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and   Historical,  and  a  Li:e    ot  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Laxghorxe.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bo'jnd/lO*.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards, 'is. 

POPE'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 
PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY^  ~ 

Crcwn  Svo,  cloth  extra.  .3-.  6<l.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MBS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  Us. 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or.  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  iS8i.     By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6-«. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE   SKY.    With  55  Illusts.    Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  :{s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.   With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations.  &c.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6*. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.    With  Illastraticns.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     V.:tn  numerous  ['nsirations.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  «». 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE   WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Jg.  fid. 

PRYCE.— MISS  MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Prvce, 

Author  of  *  No  Irarediment."    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.    Crown  Svo, 
c'oth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

PAMBOSSON.— POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  j.  Kambosson,  laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France,    With  numerous  liiusts.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7m.  Hd. 

RANDOLPH.-AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Rasdolph.  U.S. .A.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

READE^CHXRLES),  NOVELS  BY.  ^  ~~ 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  (ill.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3.s,  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A,— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe.  in  Elzevir  stvle.  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather.  28.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  bv  G.  T.  Pisv.  ell. 
THE  COURSE   OF  TRUE   LOVE   NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helen  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A   THIEF,  &c.    Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch, 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE.  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE,    liiusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Ksene. 
HARD   CASH.     lilr.strated  bv  F.  W.  Lawsok. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  bv  Geo-ge  Du  Mavrier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  bv  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  bv  Kate  Craufurd.     -      -- 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Patersom,  S.  L, Fildes,  R..\,, 

C.  Green,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A.  '    '         '  . 

A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  bv  taoMAS  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  "bv  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD    STORIES   OF    MEN    AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by   E.    A. 

A3BEV.  Percv  Macql-oid,R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barn.ard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Readje. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS;  Studies  of  David,  Paul.&c.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  Is. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  Mrs.  Alev.  Ir^la^d,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portr?.it.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  <>>5. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  HA  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2»«.each. 
THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES, 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER. |         IDLE  TALES. ^ 

RIMMER   (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  rs.ttd.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  58  lUusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

RIVES  (Am§lie).— BARBARA  BERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author 

of  "  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  Daniel  Defoe.  {Major's  Edition.)  With 
37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  28. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W:),  NOVEL^'BY: 

WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  Ss.  ^ 

R^BINSONTPHIL),    works    by.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.  |  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

_THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:  REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  [Preparing. 

rochefoijcauld's  maxims  And  moral  reflections,  with 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  fis,   

ROLL"OF  BAttlE^BBEYT THlTA'List  of  the  Prin'^prWamors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5s» 

^OWLEYllIO^irTrUGHTr  WORKS~B Y7~p^'8vo,  doth.  as.  6d.  each.  ~ 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

_  MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  StORIESBY.  Post  Svo,  bds.,  3«.  ea. ;  cl.,  a-*.  6d.  ea.- 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.  I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 

SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS.  | 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. |    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWB 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.       |         MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  'Sa.  6d. 
ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

*^     A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by   Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 
Frontispiece,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  Ss. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

Fcao.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  l^.  <i<l.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.    Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1S47).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.    |    THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  ttd.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  eaclu 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THR  HIGH  MILLS.  [SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MSRRYWEATHER.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
GIOSON'S  ROCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  (iU. 
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SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S..  &c.  Devoted  to  Geology, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiograohy 
Photography,  &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  Ss,  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
may  be  had,  7».  6d.  each  ;  Vols.  XX.  to  date.  5*.  each.   Cases  tor  Binding,  l».  Cd. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter', 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  4s.  Gd. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY: 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERA.MMERGAU)  and  the  Highland3 
of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  &vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusis.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  68. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo.  clmh^  2s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN ;  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Movr  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  6s. 

JSHARPT-CHlLDREN ~OT~TO-MOR^^^^^      f^  N^el^     B^~Wi'iiX^ 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SHARPTOrKE)7=TN\ArSTEAMER  CHAIR.     By  Luke  Sharp  (R.  E. 

Barr).     With  Two  Illusts.  bv  Demain  Hammond.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6d. 

SHErLEY.-THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSEOF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited.   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Hbrwb 
SHr:PHERD.     Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
VoL     I.  lutroduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre* 
spondence  with  StockdaJe;  The  Wandenng  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;   Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound ;  Adonai^  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cjthna  ;  The  Cenci :  Julian  and  MaddaiO ;   Sweiifoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Adas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Heces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dubh'n  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta* 

tion  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    IL  The  Essays;   Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Frngments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
Wrh  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Viorks. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.      By^RT  HrSnERARD.     Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

imEmra!nGENERAL)7^PERS0NAL  MEMOIRS~OF   GENERAL 

p.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Tu-oJVol5.,demy^vo,  cloth.  'Ha, 

sherTdan^TTrichard  brinsley)  complete  wbmcsr~with 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetrv.  Translations,  SDeeches  and  Joke?.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  hf.-bound,  7».  6d. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCAHDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  hnlf-bound.  3s. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL, 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demv  Svo.  half-parchinent.  13s.  6d. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHlLlPy  COMPLETElPOETICAL  WORKS,  includ: 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  ISs. 


SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each :  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d.  each. 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS,  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  I    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagkn, 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crou-n  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is.  each  ;  cloth.  Is,  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  ia 

Prose  and  Ver=e,  selected  from  his  own  ^Yorks  by  GgORGB  A^  SiMS. 
DAGONET  DITTIES.     From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  G?.OEGE  CANDLEBIAaa 
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SISTER  DORA :  A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,' picture  cover.  4«l.;  cloth,  6d» 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Hh.  

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE):   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  tts.  iid, 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  JJs.  6d. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  68. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vo.  cloth,  6a. 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.       By  A  ForeicxN    Resident.       Crown  8vo, 

Is.j  cloth.  Is.  6cl.  

SOCIETY   IN   PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
jrom  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth,  68. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.       By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  iif*. 
SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  belief 
in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5». 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I         HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c.  CROFT  MYSTERY. 

THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. I         BACK  TO  LIFE. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6*1.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIPE? 

THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

SPENSER  for  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s.      

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  ijs.  6d. 

STAUNTON.-THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN  (E.  C),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra.  Os.  

STERNDALE.  —  THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE  :  A  Novel.  By  Robert 
Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'ds.  6«1.:  post  Svo.illust.  boards,  gs. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,cl.  limp,  3s.  6cl.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  silt  top,  6s.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |    BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 
HEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  68. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE   SUICIDE  CLUE;  and   THE   RAJAH'S   DIAMOND.    From  New    Arabian 

Nights.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  5s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
FATHER  DAMIEN :    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.      Second   Edition 

Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  Is^ 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mac kay.   Cr.  Svo.  cl.  extra,  lis.  6tl. 

STORIES  FROMTOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alics  Zimmern.  Crown  8vo.  clotb  e^tra,  3a.  6<U ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  i2a. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.     Third  Edition.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5»» 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ENCE  Marryat,  &c.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illusts.,  68.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  Ss. 

STRUTT'S~SPORT^~AND"T>XSTIMES~OF"THE~PEOPLE  ^  OP 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d.    

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.    With 

a  Map, and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6fl. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels.''  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  7s.  6d. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and    A  TALE  OP  A   TUB.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  28. 

A  MONOGRAPH  OH  SWIFT.   By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth,  88.  rShortlv. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OP  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.    Fcap.  Svo,  68. 

ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  Svo, 

ti8. 

CHASTELARD :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  78. 
MOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  Svo,  Is. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   Third  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  7  s. 
BONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo, 

lOs.  6d. 
BOTHWELL:    A  Tragedy.      Crown  Svo, 


GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
ESSAYS  AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  Svo,  13s. 
ERECHTHEUS  :  A  Trasjedv.    Cr.  Svo,  68. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Svo,  78. 
HARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.Svo,  Ss, 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  Svo.  9s. 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  Ato,  Ss. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.Svo,  78. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

Svo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OP  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  I3s. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedv.    Cr.  Svo,  68. 
13s.  6*1.  i  A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.Svo, 78. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  63.       THE  SISTERS ;  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 

SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONGrMedisval  Latin  Students' 

Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.    Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  6s, 
SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE   TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesqu^n 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATTfRET^Translated  by 

"*■     Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  3«s.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols., large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  l.js. ^ 

TXYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB ;  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  hmp,  tis.    

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS  BY.     Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d.each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kinsdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  360  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  '•  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD)  :    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THACKERAY  ANA  ;  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  by  Willl\m  Makepeace  Thackeray.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  <»d. 

THAMES.— A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY    OF    THE    rHAML:>T 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  .3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  a*,  ea. 

.       THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.     |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  8yo,  illustrated  boards,  "Ha, 
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THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  ti^. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY.   cr.  svo.  ci.  extra,  7...  «d7^a^ 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OP  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.      Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford.  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  rs.  6<1.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    48  lUustraiions. 

TROLLOPE  (AN^tH0M)7  NOWLSIBY; 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Htl,  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MARION  FAY. 

KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2h.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id,  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LIKE^HIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  ("t.A.").-DIAMOND  CUTDIAMOND.  Post  svo.  iiiust.  bds.,  3^. 
TROWBRIDGE.-FARNELL'S  FOLLY :   A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  Trow- 

BRIDGE.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

TYTLERla   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  8yo,j:loth  extra,  'is,  Cd. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS"  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  tid.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each, 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

NOBLESSE  OBLIGE.  |  LADY  BELL.    |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH.          I    BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE.                      DISAPPEARED. 
_  SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY. |    THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

yiLLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  LindaVillari.    Fcap.Svo,  picture 

cover,  Is.  

WALT    WinTMAN,    P0EMS~BY;      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
'      William  M.Rossetti.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  C». 

WALT0N"AND"~C0TT0N'S~1:0MPLETE    ANGL  or,  The  Con-' 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique.  7>t,  iid, 

WARF1HERMRT)7  WORKS  "BY.~ 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  R.  Davis.  Third  ed.    Roy.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 

F.R.G.S.     Post  Svo,  ts.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WARNER.— A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 

Warner.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE   CHARLES  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Sigratures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     3s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY   QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     3s. 

WASSERMANN.— THE  DAFFODILS  :  A  Novel.     By  Lillias  Wasser- 

MANN.     Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  Cd. 

WATSON. -THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS  :   A  Novel.     By  Aaron 

Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann.    3  vols.,  crown  Svo. 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1892).  Contain- 
ing the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families, 
their  Heirs.  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs.  &c.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  silt,  !$0<*. 

WALFORD'S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1892). 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  liis.  Hd. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1392).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  ol 
Lords.  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32mo.  cloth.  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1892).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 
of  the  United  Kinedom.  Bio2raphical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32010,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1892).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 
ot  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,  cloth.  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1892).  Containing  a  List  of  all 
Members  of  the  New  Parliament,  their  Addresses.  Clubs,  «&c.     32mo,  cloth,  Is, 

WALFORD'S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND 
HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1892).    Royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  58. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WEATHER,    HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKET  SPEC- 

TROSCOPE.  _By  F.  W.  Corv.     With  10  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 
WESTROPP.-HANDBOOK  OF  POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    By 

HouDER  M.  Westropp.      With  Illusts.  and  List  of  Marks.    Cr.  Bvo.  cloth,  4s.  6d. 

WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST:      By  Abraham  ST^WEii 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN  O'CLOCK.     Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper.  Is. 
WHITE. -THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.    BiGliTB^i 

White,  M.A.     Post  Svo.  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ijs. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY: 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  98. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo.  bds..  2r. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  Hi. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  2'iQ  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3«.  tid. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  69. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr,  Bvo,  Is.;  cl.,  l.s.6d. 
GLIM PSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  Ss.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  byE.  G.Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.    By  Hermann  von  Wissmann.     With  92  Illusts.     Demy  Svo,  16*. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  Svo,  boards.  2s 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.  Cr.  8vo,6s.ea.:  post  Svo  bds.  t«s'. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG;   or,  Love  and  Theology.    By 

Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ti«. ;  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE   HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Ac. 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE  AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN — MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wynman.    With  13 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  Ulustrated  boards.  Ss.  each.  " 
LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.      |      CASTAWAY. 

7OLA.— THE  DOWNFALL.     By  Emile  Zola.    TranslaieU  by  E,  A^ 
VizETBLLV.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d, 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED    BY 


LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

***  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 

THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
K  Journey  Round  My  Boom.   By  Xavier 

DE  MaISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humom\ 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J,  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  SJs.  6d[.  per  Volume. 
Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb's  Letters, 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W,  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C,  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfalr.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A,  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley, 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  per  Volume. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections, 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 
Wanderings  In  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.   By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Shovzmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse- Wartegg.  22  lUusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners, 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.   Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    ByR.  E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingskead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  I/Iess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  NoveL  J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom  I    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
I>olly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims, 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  doth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn   I   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Newbolt, 
Modest  Little  Sara.     Alan  St.  Aubyn.      A  Lost  Soul.    By  W,  f^.  Alden. 
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MY   LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  h^lf-Roxburghe,  3s.  6d.  each 


Four  Frenchwomen.  Bv  Austin  Dobson 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reads. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb, 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Post  svo. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Kobinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37lllusts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  Bj  Thomas  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin-.     Trans.  R.  E.  Andf.rsov.  ^^A. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  Ss.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  Sec.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollier. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
GulliYer's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plavs  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridam. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  J.  Larwood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.     Iliii=f-a'ed. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels  by  the  Best  .Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6<1.  each. 


JBy  F.  !fl,  AI^I^EX. 

The  Green  Bird. 

By  GKA^'T  ALCE.V 


Philistia. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter.  ]  Blood  Eoyai. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 

JBy  EOWI^t  I..  AB.\OLI>. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  A1.A>  !*T.  AUBYX. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  RcT.  S.  BAKIXG  GOCXl>. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  W.  BESA>T  &:  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Caseof  Mr.Lucraft. 
ThisSonofYulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAL.TER  BESAXT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room.    |     Herr  Paulus. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  Forster.     1  The  Holy  Rose. 
Uncle  Jack.  |  Armorel  of  Lyon- 

Childrenof  Gibeon.  I     esse. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's.     St.  Katherine's  by 
To  Call  Her  Mine.  |     the  Tower. 

By  ROBERT  BrCHA.^A>'. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  |  Matt. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  I  Heir  of  Llnne, 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
God  and  the  Man.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  Foxglove  Manor. 
Annan  Water.         I  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HAEE   CAIXE. 
I^he  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      I  The  Deemster. 
MOKT.  &  FRANCES  COEEIi>8. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight, 
'jBlacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     1  You  Play  Me  Falsa. 


By  WlJ.ftlE    C'OEEINS. 

Armadale.  1  The  Frozen  Deep. 

After  Dark.  The  Two  Destinies. 

No  Name.  I  Law  and  the  Lady 

Antonineu  I  Basil    '  Haunted  Hotel. 
Hide  and  Seek.  The  Fallen  Leaves. 

The  Dead  Secret.     '  Jezebel'sDau^hter. 
Queen  of  Hearts.       The  Black  Robe. 
My  Miscellanies.     •  Heart  and  Science. 
Woman  in  White.    '•!  Say  No." 
The  Moonstone.       1  Little  Novels. 
Man  and  V/ife.  The  Evil  Genius. 

Poor  Miss  Finch.       The  Legacy  of  Cain 
Miss  or  Mrs?  A  Rogue's  Life. 

New  Magdalen.  Blind  Love, 

By  UFTTOX   COO££. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  HATT    C  BI7I. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  WlEEIAJl    CiPEES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AEFHOXSE   JDAFBET. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

Br   EKASTirs    WATt'SOIV. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JA-nES  BE  ITIIEEE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

Br  J.  EEF™  DERTf-EIVT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I     Circe's  Lovers. 
By  DICK   I>0>OVA>'. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  irirs.  AXIVIE   EBTFAKDES, 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  O.  -TIAIVVIEEK   FEXIV. 

The  Hew  Mistress. 

By  FERCY  FITZGER\EI>. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIETi   V. 

Queen  Cophetua.     I  A  Real  Q;.,^n. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave 

Pref.bySirBABTEE  FB£R£. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EUWARS>   CARRE TX. 

The  Capel  GirlSi 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— cow/inMed. 

By  CUARI^ES  GIBBOIV. 
Bobin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  E.  CMiAlVVlJLIiJE. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 
The  Fossicker. 

By  €E€fIi  C^RIFFITII. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  THOITIAS   HARD  IT. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 

By  JUIilAN  IIAAVTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  IIJE1.PS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  lUi  1  AliFREB    HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JEAN  INOEI.OW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  R.  ASHE   KINO. 
A  Drawn  Game. ,  ^^    ^ 
«The  Weafing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.  liYNN  t-INTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
♦'  My  Love ! "  I  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY   W.  I.UCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.         I  Donna  Quixote. 
Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  1  Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  A«NES   ITIACBONEIili. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

Ky  ».  CHRISTIE  inURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  1  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fort  jne. 
The  Way  J  the  World. 

By  1W»  iSRAY   &  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

Bv  HCiTIE   NISBET. 
•'Bail  lipl"  „ 

By  OEORQES   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OI.IPHANT. 
WMteladles. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— coMitnwei. 
By  OUIBA. 


Held  In  Bondage 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemalne's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.   I    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES   PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I   Rafflno. 
Plpistrello. 
AYillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes.  1  Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.l  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
PAUL.. 


Walter's  Word 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

By  E 
Yalentina. 


Talk  of  the  Town 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
C.  PRICE, 

The  Foreigners. 


Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICIIARI)  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARIiES  REABE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  ThieC, 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singlehsart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals, 

Hard  Cash.  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.        A  Woman-Hater. 

ChristieJohnstone.    A  Simpleton. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDBEI.I.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Bv  W.  CLARK   BUSSEIili. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  JOHN    SAUNBER8. 
Guy  Waterman.      1  Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path.        ^,^^_,„^ 
By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS* 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         !  Heart  Salvage, 
The  High  Mills.       1  Sebastian, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  'Novei.s— continued. 
By  T.UKE    S£[ARP. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair. 

By  HATHLEY   SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  8TERIVBAl.fi. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA   THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROL.I.OPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
JLnne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  IVAN  TURGEMEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  ANTUONV  TR01.I.0PE. 
Frau  Frohraann.  I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTIiER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTIER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Buried  Diamonds, 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By   MARK  T\1^AIIV. 
The  American  Claimant. 

By  J.  S.  ^VINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 
By  ARTE M US   T*  AR». 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EBMONB  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  MARY  AliBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bt  Mrs.  AlEAANOER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |  Valerie's  Fate. 
Bt  grant  AI^I^EN. 

Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coll. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 

Bv  AI.AN  ST.AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
By  RfT.  S.  BARING  GOUI.l>. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

nr  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.  'Honest  Davie. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.  A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford ;  and  His  Helpmate. 
By  \%\  BESANT  «&  J.  RUE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAI.TER   BES4NT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  WeU  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
The  Holy  Rose. 


POPULAR   NOVELS. 

boards,  3s.  each. 

BySilEI^Sl^E  Y  BEAIJCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET   HARTE. 

Flip.  I  Californian  Storlcr 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROI^B   BRYDGES. 

(Jncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  1  The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  1  Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.  j  The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.  |  Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.     I  The  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HAEL.   CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  Mrs.  EOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CEARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CEIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

lar  M  ACE  ARE  N   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  AEESTON  COEEINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COEEINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy. 
Frances.  |  You  Play  me  Falstt 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
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BOOKS   PUBLISHED  BY 


Two-Shili,ing  'Ncve-ls— continued. 

SSj  WIILILIM    COIiJLlIVS. 
Armadale.  My  Miscellanies. 

After  Dark.  Woman  in  White. 

No  Name.  The  Moonstone. 

Antonina.  |  Basil.    Man  and  Wife. 
Hide  and  Seek.         Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Dead  Secret.      The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Queen  of  Hearts.      Jezebel's  Daughter 
Miss  or  Mrs  ?  The  Black  Robe. 

New  Magdalen.         Heart  and  Science. 
The  Frozen  Deep.     "  I  Say  No." 
Law  and  the  Lady.    The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Two  Destinies.    Little  Novels. 
Haunted  Hotel.         Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life.         Blind  Love. 

By  rri.  J.  COILQUIIOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  I>UTT«>IV  COOIi. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EOBEBT   €i.lAl>I>0€;Ei. 
Proohet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  B.  :T1.  CiaOM.l£ia. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington. 
Proper  Pride. 

By.WII.i:.l[AM  CYFIiES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AILPMOIVSE   BAUWET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAiWES  I>E   MII^JLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spfiin. 

By  .1.  EEITIl   BEK^VENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  €MAK1,ES   BICJMEi^S. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  BdCIt  IJ^ONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  LastI 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EBIVARBES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  ITI.  BETHAlTi-El>WAl£SJS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EBWABI)  EGCJliESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZ«EKA1,1I>. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.    |  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
By  PEKCY  FaT^^CJEBAliU 
and  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

AliBANY   BE    FONlSIiANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  B.  E.  FBANCII.I.ON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave  ? 

A  Real  Queen.  Romances  of  Law. 

By  HABOIiB  FREBERICM. 
Seth'B  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl,  _^ 

Pre<.  by  Hir  BAKTIiE  tREItlS. 
Pandurang  Hari,' 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  IKAIN  FKISWEJLli. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EBWARB  GABBETX* 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  tVlBARIiES  OfBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Boundt 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.     Braes  of  Yarrow. 
What      will      the    The  Golden  Shaft. 

World  Say?  Of  High  Degree. 

In  Love  and  War.    Mead  and  Stream. 
For  the  King.  Loving  a  Dream. 

In  Pastures  Green.    A  Hard  Knot. 
Queen  of  Meadow.    Heart's  Delight. 
A  Heart's  Problem.    Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  ^Vli^I^IAIfl  OH.BE1RT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  ERNEST  GliANVltiff.E. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 

By  IIENiRY  GREVIEIiE. 
A  Noble  Woman.      |   Nikanor. 

By  .lOMN  IIABBErtiTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  -ANIOKE^V  MAJLlilBAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Eaiiy  JD>UFFUS  MARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

Br  TSa^MA^  I2ARBY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BEKWSCIi  IlARi;^001>. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

Uj  JUEIAN  IIAAVTHORNE. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ASftTIIUR  MEtiPS. 
Ivan  da  Biron. 

By    HENRY    MERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEIL.   MOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mrs.  CJEfl^KOE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TICJStE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

Bv  Mrs.  M.5JN<I^ERl«ORB. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  Yile.    I   A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  |   A  Modern  Circe. 

By  Mrs.  AJLFREO  MUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    I  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  IN^^ElCiOAV. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK   KERSHAW, 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    ICBNG. 
A  Drawn  Game.      |  Passion's  SiavOt 
"  The  Wearing  of  the  Groen," 
Bell  Barry. 
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Two-Shilling  KovKi.s—contiiiuid. 
By  JOKX  1.EYS. 

rhe  Lindsays. 

By  E.  EYNN  EI^TOIV. 

Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew. 

V/orld  Wei!  Lost.      "My  Love  I" 

Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas, 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Bowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENKir  W.  liFCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JITSTIN   McCARTHY. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens, 
Miss  Misanthrope.  !  Camiola, 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGXES  JIACDOXEEE. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARIIVF    %.  ITIACQrOFD. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  31AE1.0CK:. 

The  Hew  Republic. 

By  FI^OKEXt'E    ITIARRYAT. 

Open!  Sesame!       |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  JIASTERMAIV. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 
By  BRAIVDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  t.EO^'ARI>   ITIERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  JllBDEEHASS. 

Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 
By  Jlrs.  MOEES^VOKTM. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  ITIl'BDOCIi. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
By  ».  CHRISTIE  ZTIITRRAX. 

A  Model  Father.        Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Val  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
By  JIt'RRAV  and  OER.TIAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENBV  JUrBRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  Ai,ItE    O'HANIiO.X. 
The  Unforeseen,     1  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Skilling  "SovK-LS—contitiued. 

By  QEORQES  OIINET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.  I 

Br  -1Irs.  OI.IPBL1AT. 
Whiteladies.  1  The  Primrose  Path 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
Br   His.  ROBERT  OBfilliliV. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  orrDA. 
Held  in  Bondage,  i  Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathraore 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage, 
Tricotnn. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarei. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 

:7I.\RGARET  AGNES  PA  171. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JA.TIES  PAYN. 
Bentinck's  Tutor.      £200  Reward. 


Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Mochs. 
Pipistrello. 
A    Village    Com- 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma, 
Othmar. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syrlin. 
Ouida's     Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 


Murphy's  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 
Cecil's  Tryst. 


Marine  Residence. 
:  Mirk  Abbey. 
i  By  Proxy. 
t  Under  One  Roof. 


Clyffards  of  ClyfTe.    High  Spirits. 

Foster  Brothers.      |  Carlyon's  Year. 

Found  Dead.  From  Exile. 

Best  of  Husbands.  ^  For  Cash  Only. 

Walter's  Word.      j  Kit. 

Halves,  1  The  Canon's  V/ard 

Fallen  Fortunes.       Talk  of  the  Town, 

Humorous  Stories.    Holiday  Tasks. 

Lost  Sir  Blassingbard. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son, 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Yiev^s. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn, 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

By  t.  E.  PIRICIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

Br  EDOAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  E,  V.  JPKH  E, 
Valentina,  '  The  Foreigoers, 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival, 
Gerald. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  CIIABIiES  KEAI>K. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend« 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

Hard  Cash.  A  Simpleton. 

Peg  Wofflngton.         Readiana. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  A  Woman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Ttlvs.  jr.  If.  RII>»El.Ii. 
Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse.     |     Idle  Tales. 
By  F.  ^V.  BOBIIVSOrV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAIME*  KUIV<Jil71AN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CI^ABK  BUSSEI.Ij. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star.»' 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
GEORGE   AUG5JSTUS  SAliA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOIIIV  SAtriVWEBS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATIIABIIVE   SAUIVDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.         |  Sebastian. 
Uargaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  OEOKGE  R.  SIMM. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.   |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHI.EY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  IIA^*^1.EY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  ^V.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.      Back  to  Life. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERNBALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  I.OUIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 
BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 
By  WALTER  THORNBIJRY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Rc-told. 

T.  A»Oi.I»HUS  TROLIiOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  E.  EI.EANOR  TROEI^OPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROI-IiOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Li^n  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGl£. 

Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TUR GENIE FF,  Sec, 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MARK   TWAIN. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad* 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER.TYTI.EB. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo's City.  I  Huguenot  Family, 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackball  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
By  Mrs.  F.  H.  ^VII,L,IAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  "U^INTER.  i 

Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends  '^ 

By  H.  F.  WOOB. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  I.ady  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

CEI.IA  PARKER  ^VOOI.L.ET. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology. 

By  EJDMUNB  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope,  i  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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